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	1. Meeting Again For The First Time

Chapter 1

Meeting Again For the First Time

_Barely able to keep the lids open_

_At times I might think I need the rest_

_But who would want to go back there?_

Her leg was bleeding profusely. Even more than the extreme pain she felt and her utter weariness, the fact that the walker guts might not work this time, was prominently on her mind.

"They'll smell _me _this time," she whispered. "They'll smell me and tear me apart before I even get a glimpse of what or who is in that fucking prison."

Michonne looked wistfully at her destination. It looked like the perfect stronghold. What could be better than a prison to keep the unwanted out? Or was that in? She was practically dead on her feet at this point and couldn't be bothered to figure it out. She was tired. Tired of walking, tired of fighting, tired of hiding, tired of being hungry; but mostly, she was so tired of being alone. After her brief time with Andrea, she realized that even after everything that had happened, she was still a social being. And she needed some semblance of a society to survive. It was unnatural to be alone _**all**_ the time ...she was just so tired.

"Fuck it," she declared quietly. "If they get me this time at least I'll finally be able to stop walking."

She winced after she said this because she knew if those monsters got her, there was a good chance that she actually _would_ continue walking. Just like them. Michonne pushed that disturbing and almost paralyzing thought to the back of her mind. She couldn't afford to let that direction of thought take over. If she allowed that, she was as good as dead anyway.

Still about 100 yards away from the prison and shrouded in shadows, Michonne surveyed the area she thought would be the best place to approach. Her plan was to get as close to the gate as she could, without making whoever was in there too nervous about her being so close to the entrance of their make-shift home. While she was still looking over the gates and trying to determine if she could even make it, she noticed an old man, a fairly younger man, and what looked to be a child, walking together. They could have been grandfather, father, and son for all she knew, but honestly, at that moment, she could give a shit. They were there, and she almost cried out at the fact that she was seeing living, breathing humans again. But, them coming out also changed her plan. Instead of getting as close as she could to the gate, she'd walk, slowly, toward them.

She silently hoped that they wouldn't shoot her, but if they did… "Hopefully it'll be a head shot," Michonne said to no one.

They were comfortable in there, Michonne could tell. Even before she got close enough to hear that they were talking about what to plant in their garden, she could see it. They practically ignored the few walkers that were clinging to their fence, and - lucky for Michonne - the walkers ignored _her_. She knew that wouldn't last long because of the way her leg refused to stop bleeding.

She couldn't figure out a way to signal the living without drawing the attention of the dead, so she kept walking. And waited. The walkers were getting closer to her, the closer she got to the fence, but still, none of them went after her.

Finally, after what felt like hours to Michonne, but probably wasn't more than a couple of minutes, the middle-aged man in the little gardening group lifted his head like he was listening for something, and then happened to glance her way. It looked to Michonne, like he could sense something other than the usual walking dead reaching blindly at their fence. When she caught his eye, she begged him with her own eyes to see her. He was looking, but she couldn't tell if he could actually see _her_. She made her last steps to the fence and grabbed at it in desperation, hoping against hope he didn't think she was like her current companions.

She didn't moan. That's what made Rick realize she was not one of them. She was alive, but how? How in the fuck was she able to walk among the walkers?

Their heads tilted at the same time while they looked at each other. Michonne, because she was just too tired to do anything else and Rick, because he thought he was having another hallucination. He started to open his mouth to say something to her, though he had no fucking clue what he could possibly say, but he never got the chance anyway. One of the walkers finally realized that there was a possible meal very close, and it wouldn't even have to walk through the fence to get at it. It turned and sniffed at Michonne.

Fortunately, when greeted with the real possibility of death, Michonne promptly discarded the "_I'm too tired to live"_ bullshit, pulled out her sword and started swinging. Her initial ferocity surprised the man behind the gate, but the fact that she was rapidly slowing down, pulled him out of his daze.

"Carl!" he yelled at his son. Amazingly, the youngest one of what Michonne had come to think of as The Gardening Group, shot one of the walkers that was staggering up behind her, right between the eyes and almost simultaneously tossed the man the keys to open the gate. The fact that this child was so efficient took her mind off of the fact that when the "father" called Carl's name, his voice triggered something in her. She didn't have time to focus on that though. Michonne really was slowly running out of steam. It was getting harder and harder to pull her sword back to strike. Her arms started to feel as if they were filled with wet sand. The lack of food, constant movement, and her wound were going to be the death of her it seemed, after all. Finally, with an anguished sigh, she discovered that she couldn't do it anymore. Her arms refused to move. She couldn't even try and run because it seemed that her legs had given out on her as well. As she fell to the ground, one of the dead began hovering over her with its mouth (or what was left of a mouth) opened to take a bite out of her. Even with this thing about to eat her alive, she only had two thoughts; the first one was "_I was so close,"_ and the second one was "_I _know _him"_. But, before she even had a chance to contemplate any sort of response to those thoughts, she was comfortably blanketed by unconsciousness.

Rick Grimes and his son Carl made quick work of the leftover walkers that were trying to get at the downed woman. When it was clear, Rick ran over to grab her and bring her inside, but he was stopped short and he lost his breath as he looked down at her. His son was standing just inside the gate, covering his dad, but couldn't understand why he had suddenly stopped. He was just staring at her.

"Dad?"

Hearing his son's voice snapped Rick out of his disorientation. He reached down and picked up this person who looked exactly like the woman from all those years ago. The woman that should have been his wife and the mother of his children. Not forgetting her sword, he got her inside as quickly as he could with Carl right on his heels, and Hershel bringing up the rear as fast as he could hobble. Rick lay, who he thought could have been _**his**_ Michonne, carefully down on the cold stone floor of the prison entrance, but didn't want to look at her. He knew that he was hallucinating again and that whoever this woman was, was not who he thought (or wished) she was.

Finally, Hershel made it to the prison entrance having to push his way through lots of curious residents. He watched as Rick quickly looked over this woman that could seemingly walk among the dead, as he searched for bites or any other kind of wounds. He knew Rick would want to make the initial inspection himself. If he found a bite, he would promptly put the woman down.

"Her thigh has a pretty deep cut, maybe a stab wound, but I can't find any bites," Rick said to Hershel.

"Then, we need to take her to the infirmary. I can't treat her in here on this floor."

Rick picked up this strange new woman, but made sure not to look at her face. He couldn't bear to see Michonne's face again when he knew it wasn't really there. So he looked straight ahead, and rushed, as much as he could, to the infirmary, wondering the whole way there why his mind was torturing him like this. Lori was one thing, but Michonne…_his_ fucking Michonne. This shit was just cruel. He couldn't figure it out, and at that moment, he didn't want to. He'd resigned himself to just chalking it up to being fucking crazy.

"Do you think you're gonna need any help here?" Rick asked Hershel as he watched the man prepare to clean up her leg wound.

Hershel cautiously watched Rick as he paced back and forth about the small space they had reserved for their injured. He noticed that Rick pointedly did not look at the woman lying on the table. He didn't know what the hell was going on, but he knew Rick was going through a bit of a mental break. The last thing Hershel wanted was to be trapped in a room with Rick if he had a psychotic episode, with only the body of a woman who may or may not be able to commune with the dead separating them, and one fucking leg.

"I think I'll be okay here. She's out and…" Rick didn't let him finish. Once he heard that Hershel thought he'd be okay, he had to get out. He'd risked a glimpse at the unconscious woman and she was still wearing Michonne's face. He had to go.

He went back to where he laid the woman down before Hershel informed him of the need to get her to the infirmary. He needed to find the woman's sword and he wanted to check on Carl. When he got there, it seemed like practically everyone was there, all gathered around the sword like they'd never seen one before. He slowly realized that Carl was relaying the happenings of the 'rescue'.

"She was swingin' that thing," he pointed to the sword that was still propped on the wall where his dad left it, "like she was in Afro Samurai! It was amazin'! I could kind of tell she was tired, but she didn't stop until she passed out. Then, me and my dad had to…"

"Carl, that's enough." Rick interrupted trying not to laugh at his excited son and even more excited audience. "They don't need a complete blow by blow," he said as he smiled down at him.

He needed to talk to Carl, privately, and he couldn't do it as long as Carl had a crowd enthralled by a story which seemed to be exactly like all the rest. Someone was always needing to be saved. But, if Rick were honest with himself, he knew that this one had a slight twist.

He looked at all the faces in the crowd and addressed them since they were there. Something he hadn't done in what felt like ages to him.

"I don't want any of you goin' into the infirmary unless you have no other choice. We don't know this person," he grimaced when he said that and hoped no one noticed, "and until we can get some answers from her, I want y'all to stay clear."

"You takin' over again?" Daryl asked from the back of the crowd.

"…Yeah," Rick said looking at his friend. Even though he was hesitant about it, he knew it needed to be done. She'd walked right up to their gates and no one sounded an alarm. She was almost right upon Carl, Hershel, and himself before he even noticed. Yeah, he needed to lead again.

"'Bout damn time," Daryl said as he walked away. Rick could only nod in agreement. He knew Daryl didn't fully understand what was going on with him, and when Rick finally did tell him, he'd probably get cussed out for not trusting Daryl with his pain, but he'd cross that bridge when he got to it. Right now though, he needed to get his shit together and for that, he needed his boy.

Carl looked at his dad, a bit confused. He said that they didn't know the new woman, be he had the feeling that that wasn't true. At least for his father, anyway. He sure looked like he knew her when they were outside clearing those walkers so they could grab her and bring her in. He'd let it go, _for now_. He was too excited to hear that his dad was taking over again. Now, hopefully, he wouldn't have to be a farmer anymore.

Rick saw Carol making her way over to the sword, and made a beeline for it to get at it before she did.

"I'll just put this away," Rick said reaching the sword a mere beat before Carol was able to pick it up.

"I wasn't going to steal it Rick. I just wanted to see it."

"I know you weren't gonna steal it," he assured her. "But, have you ever handled a sword before?"

"No, of course not," Carol said.

"Well then, I'd prefer if your curiosity didn't cost you or someone around you a few fingers," he said smiling at her, trying to ease the blow he knew he was delivering.

Carol was getting better at taking care of herself thanks to Daryl, but he still didn't trust her not to hurt herself, or someone else. Not completely anyway. Then despite trying to not make her feel too bad, he did something that was even more insulting than suggesting that her lack of skills would make her or someone else and amputee. He handed the sword to Carl, his 12 year old son. Rick didn't even realize how it would look to tell her that she was not quite ready to handle something as lethal as that sword, and then turn around and give it to his son who balls probably hadn't even dropped yet.

Carol realized it though, and she was inwardly seething. How fucking embarrassing. Not even good enough to _**hold**_ a sword, let alone use it. She'd made up her mind, right then and there, to fix that. She went looking for Daryl.

Relieved that Carol was finally gone, and oblivious to her hurt feelings, he turned to his son.

"Carl, I think I might have a small problem," Rick said, already hating that he was about to put more of his problems on his son. He had no choice though. Carl was the only one he completely trusted with his current issues.

"You knew that woman, didn't you," Carl asked. To his credit, he waited until he and his father were out of earshot of anyone. _This_ is why Carl was Rick's go to.

"No, I don't know her. She just looks like someone that I knew a long time ago. Someone I loved," he said hesitantly. He wasn't quite sure how his boy would ingest that information, so he waited for Carl to respond.

"You loved someone before mom?"

"Yeah," he said as he raked his hand over his face tiredly.

"What was her name?" Carl asked, very curious.

"Her name was…Michonne."

"If you loved _her_, why didn't you marry her instead of mom?" Carl asked.

Rick looked at his son. There was no anger or misplaced jealousy. Carl was genuinely curious about his dad's past life that didn't include him, Judith, or even his mom. Rick didn't know what to say. For years he blamed his father, but also over those years, he'd come to realize that he couldn't lay all of the blame at the man's feet. He had been weak and let himself be influenced by his family, so he was just as much to blame as his father for losing his Michonne. He decided to ignore the question though, knowing full well that if Carl got a bug up his ass about it, he'd hound Rick until he told him everything he wanted to know.

_It's already hard enough to say I need it._

_Bad memories and good times._

_Keep me from believing that I can still jump off._

"I haven't seen your mom in awhile you know," he said, nervous about what he thought was happening to him.

Carl immediately knew what his dad's problem was.

"Dad, that woman was real. I saw her and so did everyone else, remember?" he said gently.

"Yeah, I know she's real…but the way she looks. She looks exactly like my…" He didn't even want to finish that sentence.

"Dad, you have to stop this!" Carl whispered harshly.

Rick looked at his son, a bit surprised by his change in tone.

"I need you dad. Judith needs you. I know that what happened with mom was really hard on you, but," and Carl hated that he had to do this to his dad, but he needed him to get right, "you only had to **hear** about it. You didn't have to see her die, and you didn't have to put her down when she came back. I'm not saying that because you don't have a right to grieve, but you need to make an effort to try and get past it. Mom's gone, we're still here."

Rick stared at his son, trying to figure out if he should be mad at him, or acquiesce. He knew his child was right though. He did need to get his shit together. The crazy thing was that right before Lori died, she was his absolute least favorite person on this Earth. Of course, that didn't mean that he wanted her dead, but when he found out that she didn't survive the birth of his little girl, he felt like a thousand pound weight was lifted off of his shoulders. Immediately following that almost euphoric feeling of utter relief however, guilt and remorse fell upon him and gripped him like a vice and he just couldn't seem to shake it.

"You're right Carl," he sighed. "I do need to get my shit together. I'm sorry I've not been fully present for you and your sister, but I promise, I'm going to make an effort to get past mom, and be here for you."

"Maybe … maybe you could go with Daryl when he goes on the next run?" Carl suggested tentatively.

Rick chuckled. He could practically see the wheels turning in his boy's head. "Didn't we _**just**_ agree that I need to be here for you more, now you're trying to send me out on a run," he said shaking his head.

"You also need a break dad. You haven't left the prison since mom died. I think it'll do you some good to get away from here, for at least a little while."

Rick gave his son a hard hug, already feeling better, as a conversation with his son tended to do for him. "We'll see," he said as he kissed his kid on the forehead.

Carl knew better than to push, at least not yet, but he made a note to himself to mention to his 'uncle' Daryl to try and convince his dad to go out with him on this next run. He then realized he still had the samurai woman's sword in his hand and carefully handed it to his dad.

"What are you gonna do with it?" he asked as his father relieved him of his burden.

"Well, for now, I'll just put it up here," Rick replied, laying it carefully on the top bunk of his cell, as close to the wall as he could get it.

"I think the scabbard is still out there. You want to help me look for it?"

"What's a scabbard?" Carl asked.

"The cover, or the sheath that holds the sword so a person doesn't cut their back to shreds while trying to carry it."

"Oh, the case?" Carl asked, wondering why his dad just didn't say that.

"It's called a scabbard, but yeah, the case," he said shaking his head. He felt good. He hadn't felt good in a long time. He probably should have cornered Carl sooner.

They made their way out of the prison to find the other half of the sword Rick had assumed responsibility for, just as Hershel was finishing up on his new patient. She still hadn't woken up, but Hershel figured she probably wouldn't for quite a while. Despite knowing this, he was still a little anxious to speak with her. Even though it was only for a short while, he'd never seen anyone wield a sword the way she did. He wanted to know where she learned that skill. He wanted to know where she came from. Most pressing, _how_ was she able to walk among those walkers? But when he cleaned her off earlier, he thought he may have figured it out. He was even more anxious to share that particular bit of information with everyone else. But the question that was really nagging at him, wasn't even for her. It was for Rick. When he ran out there to bring her in, Hershel thought Rick looked like he'd seen a ghost, only snapping out of his shock… "_was it __**shock**_ _I saw in Rick's face?"_…when Carl called out to him. He wanted to know who she was to _Rick_. But, Rick wasn't there and she was still unconscious.

"That's fine," Hershel said to himself. "I can wait." He settled into a chair across the room so he was still be able to keep an eye on his patient and did just that.

About 12 hours later, Michonne finally woke up. The room she was in was dark, despite the moonlight coming through the small window in the infirmary, and unrecognizable. She didn't dare move. Squinting her eyes to still appear asleep in case someone was watching her, she tried to look around the darkened room to the best of her ability. It was to no avail. She knew that if she really wanted to see, she'd need to move her head. Slowly she turned, feeling like she could hear the tendons in her neck creaking like a rusty gate as she tried to see something other than a ceiling. Her eyes fell upon another pair of eyes looking right back at her. She would have yelled in surprise if she hadn't trained herself to go through this latter part of what was now considered life, mostly in silence. After looking into those sea blue eyes for a few more seconds, she spoke quietly.

"What's your name?"

"Carl," the kid said. Nothing more, nothing less. She liked him already, especially after she remembered what he'd done for her.

"Carl is my brother's name. Well, _was_ his name," Michonne said a little sadly.

Snapping herself out of the oncoming funk, she focused on this young boy with her dead brother's name.

"I think I owe you a thank you," she croaked.

Her throat was so dry, like instead of being asleep for all those hours, she'd spent them screaming at the top of her lungs. As if he read her mind, Carl got up and got her one of the bottles of water Hershel set aside for her. He opened it for her and, to her surprise, was going to try and help her drink it. She gently reached out for it, not wanting to scare him, but also not yet knowing the full extent of her injuries. Her arms were tired as hell, but thankfully, they still worked.

"You don't owe me anything," Carl whispered softly, hoping his voice didn't travel further than her. He didn't want to get caught in here, but after what his dad told him earlier, he just had to meet the woman they brought in today. Well, technically yesterday. It was currently 3 o'clock in the morning.

"I think I do," Michonne said softly, after she'd guzzled almost half of the bottled water Carl had given her. "You saved my life today. Thank you."

She noticed he didn't try to hem and haw about rather he'd actually saved her life or not. He just nodded and accepted her thanks. She was looking for a place to put the bottle, but the little table she spotted was too far for her to reach. Carl was immediately at her side. He took the bottle and then pushed the little table closer so that if she needed the water again she could reach it. He even went and got an extra bottle for her. When he sat it down, he looked at her. She looked like she was on her way back to sleep, so he hurried and asked the question he'd come to ask her.

"What's your name?" he asked her softly.

"Michonne," she said even as she drifted off.

He wasn't surprised, though he was glad that his dad wasn't actually losing his mind. It was her, just like he thought. Now, he had to figure out a way to inform his dad of this information without revealing exactly how he got it.

As Michonne floated off, she tried to fight the sleep that was coming down on her like a coma. She needed to know something.

"Who is he?" she asked, sleep slurring her words. Carl heard her though. He knew who she meant.

"His name is Rick," he whispered. He didn't know if she heard him or not because it looked like she fell asleep before she could get his answer. He wasn't worried though. She'd find out soon enough.

_Happiness is not having to lie on the floor dead alone._

_Happiness is not having to..._

Lyrics: Meeting Again For the First Time – Poison The Well


	2. Hard To Breathe

Chapter 2

Hard to Breathe

Michonne could tell the sun was shining. She hadn't opened her eyes yet, but, she could tell. She could also tell that she wasn't alone. She vaguely remembered speaking to someone last night and that someone giving her water. Then, as if the mere thought of the clear liquid created an actual physical manifestation of Sahara-esque dryness, her throat contracted painfully and she started to cough. While she was gasping for breath, she could hear someone walking toward her. As she tried to listen and catch her breath at the same time, she realized that whoever was walking towards her, had an uneven gait. She opened her eyes to see the man she thought of as the grandfather of The Gardening Group, approaching her slowly. He looked nervous and she couldn't blame him. He didn't know her. Hell, he made her nervous for that exact same reason.

But, nervousness or not, she now fully recalled that she actually _did_ have a visitor last night. She grabbed the half empty bottle of water that Carl provided for her. She made herself calm down before she took a drink though, because wouldn't it be hilarious to survive the past couple of years relying on her wits and fighting skill only to die by choking to death on a swallow of lukewarm water.

When her coughing was finally soothed by the water, and it seemed her chest and throat had become detangled, she looked up at 'grandpa'.

"Are you OK?" he asked her, coming a little closer.

"Yeah," she said, clearing her throat just to be sure. "Did you fix my leg?"

"Yes ma'am. I'm only a veterinarian, but I've improved my skill set due to unavoidable circumstances," he said jokingly.

She nodded her head and checked out her thigh. The bandage looked good, no blood, and it was clean. Her injury still hurt, but as long as she didn't get an infection, she could deal with the pain.

"Are you guys going to let me leave when I'm well enough?" she asked.

Hershel was a bit taken aback by the question.

"Of course, you'll be able to leave if, that's what you want. We'd never hold you against your will. I _would_ like you to stay for the next 7 days though."

Michonne felt uneasy that it would take that long for her to be able to leave. Seven whole days with people she didn't know. She didn't like that at all, no matter how nice the kid was. Hershel saw that she looked a little uncomfortable and was quick to try and assure her.

"Only so that I can keep track of your temperature and your recovery. I don't want infection to set in and you need to take the full course of antibiotics in order for that not to happen. That takes 7 days."

Hershel had a small plastic cup with a huge pill in it.

"First pill of the day. We'll do this three times a day for seven days. Then, if you decide you don't want to stay, you will be free to do as you please."

Michonne grabbed the plastic cup and eyed her doctor. As she looked at how big the pill was, she had to laugh softly.

"You sure this pill isn't for a horse? You said you were actually a vet right? All of your patients haven't start to run together on you have they?" she laughed.

Hershel was glad she felt good enough to crack a joke. Maybe she'd be able to answer some questions as well.

"Well, I've been able to keep all the different species separate so far, but if you ever see me trying to neuter one of the men here in the prison, retire me."

Michonne laughed at the corny joke.

"What's your name?" Hershel asked smiling down at his patient.

"Michonne," she said.

"Good to meet you Michonne. My name is Hershel," he said as he extended his hand.

Michonne surprised herself when she shook it. It felt good though, to talk to someone other than her dead boyfriend again. She choked down the pill and lay back on the bed.

"I had a visitor last night," she said.

She didn't want to get the kid in trouble. He was sweet. But, she could have been a crazed lunatic and she had the distinct feeling that no one knew he was in there with her so early this morning. That was dangerous.

"Did you now?" Hershel asked a bit surprised. Rick informed him last night that he told everyone at the prison to stay out of the infirmary.

"Yeah. It was that kid I saw before I passed out yesterday. He brought me some water. I didn't scare him or anything," she quickly stated in case she had crossed a line of some kind.

"Oh, I don't doubt that. Carl doesn't scare easily," Hershel said. "How many questions did he ask you?"

"Inquisitive huh?" Michonne asked chuckling. "Not many. He just wanted to know my name."

"Well, I'll not mention it to Rick. I don't want… Are you okay?" Hershel asked. His new patient looked like she'd just seen a ghost.

"Rick?" she asked quietly.

"Um, yes. Rick Grimes. He's the leader here. He's the one that carried you into our home. Carl is his son."

_I loved real, real hard once_

_But the love wasn't returned_

_Found out the man I'd die for_

_He wasn't even concerned_

Michonne lost her breath. At the very mention of his name, she felt as if all the air in the room had been stolen away from her. It _was _him. Rick. _Her_ Rick. She couldn't believe it. She reached for the unopened bottle of water that Carl had left for her last night and found that her hands were shaking uncontrollably.

Hershel noticed her small difficulty and handed her the bottle after opening it for her. "_Obviously, something is not right here," _Hershel thought to himself.

The way Rick refused to look at her yesterday and the way she was reacting after hearing his name today; he needed to speak to Rick.

"Michonne, I hate to leave you right now, but I'll be right back. Don't try and get up, I don't want you to reopen your wound."

He didn't think she would reopen it, if she were careful enough, but he told her that so she wouldn't bolt. She looked like a frightened cat. He took the bottle of water from her and put it back on the table next to her bed.

"I'll be right back," he said again as he helped Michonne lay down.

She didn't answer him. She was someplace else at that moment. Hershel left her there, hoping that when he came back, she'd still be there.

Even though Michonne was laying down, she felt dizzy. Rick was here. The only man she'd ever loved in this world. The man that hurt her worse than any man in this world. She felt the tears stinging her eyes, and instead of trying to fight them like she'd done so many times in the past, she gave in and let them fall.

_See, I thought this feeling_

_It was all that I had_

_But how could this be love_

_And make me feel so bad?_

"What am I going to do?" she sobbed quietly. "I can't stay here, not now."

She scoffed at the ridiculousness of the entire situation. She'd escaped from that fucking prison disguised as a neighborhood called Woodbury, and had been limping around in the woods for almost a week and a half before she discovered this one. She was injured, hungry, dirty, tired, and literally had no other place to go.

"_That's right, so what the fuck are you gonna do? And what's this shit about him being the only man you've ever loved?"_ Mike asked her.

Mike always seemed to come when she was at her fucking lowest.

"_Because that's when you need me the most baby girl. Now, are you gonna answer me or lay there and cry?"_

"Leave me alone Mike. Please," she begged him. "I can't deal with you right now."

"_Well, too bad that's not up to _you _yet. Now, again, what are you gonna do?"_

"I'm getting the fuck out of here, that's what I'm going to do," she said as she tried to sit up.

"_Okay, so where are you gonna go?"_

"I have no fucking clue, but I cannot stay here. Not with him."

Michonne not only managed to sit up, but to swing her legs off of the bed as well. The pain that accompanied this move was so bad she felt like she'd been stabbed again. Looking down at her thigh, she watched as a small spot of blood appeared on what was once a pristine white bandage, and it was growing larger by the second. She'd opened her fucking wound back up.

"Shit," she said quietly, cursing herself for her carelessness and stupidity. Hershel told her not to move or else she would do exactly what she had done.

"_Look at you. You can't even get out of the bed without fucking yourself up."_ Mike said. And even though she couldn't hear it, she got the impression that Mike was laughing at her.

"_I'm not laughing at you baby girl, but can you just stop and think of the situation you're in? You're inside, these people are taking care of you, you're getting medicine, but because you're scared of this white boy that's got your nose open, still, after all these years, you're trying to run. But your ass can't even walk. You have to admit, that is some funny shit."_

This time, the laughter came through loud and clear.

"Fuck off!" Michonne hissed as she stood up. Then, promptly hit the floor. She cried out in pain. Her leg felt like it was on fire!

Carl was sneaking back to see Michonne since he knew Hershel was wondering around the prison looking for his father. When he got close to the door, Carl heard Michonne tell someone to fuck off, followed by a loud thud and a yelp. He rushed in to find his dad's old girlfriend on the floor clutching her leg and writhing in pain. He also saw that she was totally alone. He had no idea who she was talking to, but he couldn't try and figure it out now. She needed him.

"Michonne, are you okay?" he asked as he ran to try and help her up.

"I'm fine kid. I'm okay," she said, trembling with pain.

The tears in her eyes told Carl a different story though. Plus, her leg was bleeding badly again. He hunkered down in front of her so that he could look into her eyes and she could look into his.

"I'm gonna help you get back into the bed but, I think the pain is gonna get a little worse, okay?"

"No, no, I just need to find my pants," Michonne said from the floor. "I'll be fine."

Carl shook his head at her. "Hershel had to cut your pants to get to your damage. Now they only have one full leg and one very short one. I'll get you some pants from the laundry, but I need to get you off the floor first."

Michonne was amazed by this kid. He was a grown up in a child's body. The only thing she could do while looking into those haunting blue eyes, _His_ eyes, she realized with a jolt, was nod her head in agreement. "_This was Rick's kid"_ she thought. Rick's son, who apparently he'd named after her baby brother. She couldn't stop the fresh tears that streamed down her face hoping Carl would account them to her current pain.

"Okay, kid. Let's do this," she said as she tried in vain to wipe her tears away.

"It's best if we do it quick," he told her. "Hold onto my shoulders and put your weight on your good leg, then, we'll stand up."

Michonne took a deep breath and tried to get herself ready for the pain that was surely coming. With her wounded leg flopping around like a dead fish, she put as much weight as she could on the other. She'd have to rely on her new friend to take the weight she couldn't handle.

"It's a good thing I haven't had a decent meal in two years or we'd have a real problem here kiddo," she joked.

He looked at her and smiled, then braced himself. They stood up and Michonne moaned.

"_Fuck this hurts!" _she thought to herself.

"I know this hurts," Carl said, as if he'd read her thoughts, "but the beds right behind you. Just hop back once and sit down," he said, doing his best to hold her up.

She did. The pain was almost overwhelming, but she couldn't pass out on the poor kid. Instead of just sitting on the bed though, she fell into it, relieved that the ordeal was over. An ordeal that she'd caused herself by being stupid. She did learn something from it all though. She learned that she wasn't going _any_ fucking where. In the back of her mind, she could hear Mike, still laughing.

As Michonne lay there with her eyes closed trying to gather her thoughts and fight off the pain, Carl stared down at her. He could see the pain in her face and he felt bad for her.

"I'm sorry you're hurting so bad. I know how that feels," he said to her.

"You been stabbed before kiddo," she asked jokingly.

"No. I got shot."

Michonne sat up again, despite the pain that radiated through her leg.

"Shot? Who in the hell shot you? Or maybe a better question is, why would someone do that?"

Carl was surprised. Whenever he told anyone that he'd been shot, people usually looked at him with some weird kind of awe. Michonne looked…concerned.

"It was an accident. Otis didn't mean to, but I can still remember how much it hurt before I passed out, and it still hurt when I woke up again," Carl said looking down at his feet.

"I'm sorry that happened to you. Your parents must have been worried sick," Michonne said.

"Well, my dad was. My mom thought it would be best if I just died."

Carl had never told anyone, not even his dad that he knew what his mom said.

"I'm sure she was worried too Carl. She was probably just scared shitless that she was gonna lose you," Michonne said, even though she had to wonder about what type of mother would ever even entertain such a thought.

"Yeah, I guess. Doesn't make it hurt any less though."

Michonne wanted to grab this kid and hug him until he felt better. Instead, she carefully eased over on the bed and patted the empty space she left for him to sit down. When he did, his back was to her and his head was bowed. She could tell he wasn't crying, but he was hurting. She gently began to rub his back.

"You know, parents say and do things without thinking sometimes. Just like we all do. I'm sure after you woke up and she saw that you were okay, she was so relieved, that she probably didn't even remember saying what she said. And, if she did, she probably felt an enormous amount of guilt because she didn't mean it," Michonne said softly as she continued to rub his back for him.

She felt him shudder a little and thought maybe he was crying. Well, that was okay. She'd had a few crying session herself lately. Sometimes, it helped.

Still sitting with his back to her, he asked, "Do you have any kids?"

Her back rub faltered a little at the question, but she didn't stop.

"I did, but…I lost him. He died," she said, not understanding why on earth she was telling this child this.

"Before, or after?" Carl asked her, still not turning around. He didn't have to specify "before or after" _what_. She knew what he meant.

"After," she whispered.

Carl looked at her and realized that this question was one he probably should have kept to himself.

"I'm sorry Michonne," he said, feeling agonized that he'd caused her more pain.

"It's okay Carl. It's okay. You know," Michonne said, wanting to turn the subject away from her dead little boy, "you should talk to your mother about how you feel and about what you heard. I'm sure she'll…"

But, Carl was shaking his head at her suggestion.

"I can't. She's dead. I killed her." And then, Carl let go.

_I cried, and I cried, and I cried_

_But I couldn't make it right_

Carl's little body was shaking so as he wept silently, that she thought he may fall off the bed. He was crying so hard, that he didn't even seem to be breathing. When he did finally start to breathe again, he let out a wretched, tortured moan that broke her fucking heart. Michonne gently pulled him back towards her and encircled him into her arms. She had to remove that ridiculously large hat he was wearing, and he didn't try to stop her. He just lay the back of his head on her chest and sobbed. Michonne closed her eyes and rested her cheek on the top of his head, and gently rocked him.

"It's okay Carl. Everything is going to be okay," she kept telling him.

She didn't know if she believed it, but she knew she wanted Carl to believe it. So, she rocked him, rubbed his hair and told him that everything would be okay.

That was the scene Rick Grimes witnessed when he finally made his way to the infirmary. Two of the three people he loved most in the world. Both hurting, one comforting the other. He could barely breathe.

Lyrics: When It Hurts So Bad – Lauryn Hill
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Chapter 3

I'm Still In Love With You

"Carl?" Rick said gently, bringing attention to himself.

Both Michonne and Carl opened their eyes at the sound of the new voice in the room. Michonne's eyes locked onto Rick's. Even with that ridiculous beard, he still stole her breath.

"What's wrong?" Rick asked.

He was talking to his son, but he couldn't take his eyes off of the woman that was holding him. She was just as stunning as he remembered. Her beautiful brown eyes held his own equally beautiful blue ones, until they didn't anymore.

Michonne had to make an effort to _not_ look at him. Her Rick. He was just as beautiful as she remembered. But, she couldn't concentrate on him right then.

"Carl. It's okay," she whispered as she gave him a squeeze and gently pushed him off of her bed. "Talk to your dad."

Carl looked panicked at the idea of telling his dad what he knew…what he felt. He frantically shook his head and wiped his eyes.

"What is it son?" Rick's focus finally rested on his boy, and he instantly became worried. "Are you hurt?" he asked as he reached out to his son.

"No," Carl said, sniffling. He looked at Michonne once more, almost as if to make sure it really would be okay, like she'd said. Michonne gave him a sweet smile and nodded.

"_It's going to be okay._" She mouthed the words to her new friend as if no one else was in the room.

Rick looked back and forth between the two, hoping someone would let him in on what exactly was going on. He wouldn't have to wait any longer though. Carl turned and looked up at his dad.

"I…I know mom wished I was dead after I got shot," Carl said, letting the tears that were welling in his eyes stream down his cheeks.

"Jesus," Rick whispered. "Son, she didn't really…"

"Yeah, I know," Carl interrupted. "Michonne said she probably didn't mean it, that mom was just scared, but…"

"But what, Carl? Talk to me."

Rick desperately needed his son to confide in him. He needed to be there for Carl the same way Carl was always there for him. Except, they weren't alone this time. Rick could feel his neck trying to turn his head in Michonne's direction and it felt like a physical fight to keep that from happening. He needed to concentrate on Carl and he certainly didn't want Michonne to hear anything about Lori. Not after all that had happened between Michonne and himself. Not after the way they ended.

"But, I knew that she'd said it when I had to...kill her. That was the last thought I had before I shot her. She wanted me dead, but I was alive and, and…"

Carl couldn't finish his sentence. He was crying too hard.

Rick grabbed his son by his quivering shoulders, and hugged him almost to the point of pain. Carl slowly encircled his dad's waist with his arms and cried into his father's chest. Rick didn't know what to say. He had no idea his son was harboring such thoughts. Rick had known Carl felt awful because he had to put his own mother down, but this was way past just feeling bad. Rick realized that his son felt guilty because he'd somehow convinced himself that he'd killed his mother out of retaliation for the horrible thing she'd said.

Rick tried to ease back a little so he could talk to his boy, but Carl gripped him tighter, not wanting to be let go. Hugging his boy tighter to reassure him that he was not going to let him go, he looked around for the lone chair in the room and walked himself and his son over to it. Rick sat down and pulled Carl into his lap. He couldn't remember the last time they sat like this together, and it nearly broke him. Carl allowed himself to be lowered down into his dad's lap and buried his face in his neck.

"Carl, I need you to listen to me, okay?" Rick said softly. "When your mom said that, she didn't mean that she wanted you dead. The worst thing for a parent to suffer through is their child being hurt. Your pain is my pain, was _our_ pain. To see that your baby is in agony, and there's nothing you can do about it, is a misery like no other kind. Lori said what she said because she didn't want you to suffer anymore. She didn't want you to be in any more pain."

"But, _you_ didn't hope I would die to end _your_ suffering," Carl said quietly.

"No, no I didn't," Rick admitted. "Your mother was…very upset Carl. With everythang that happened, she just couldn't accept what was happening to us, to the world, and it, it turned her into a different person."

Rick thought about what he went through with Lori and his _best fucking friend,_ Shane, and winced.

"She was selfish Dad," Carl said, finally looking into his father's eyes. "What happened to the world didn't turn her into a different person. It just helped us to see the kind of person she always was," Carl said sadly. "I loved her, and I know you did too, but sometimes, I wonder if she ever really loved us back."

Again, Rick didn't know what to say. Carl was painfully observant and his son's perception of his mother echoed his own, in a way. Then, Carl wiped his father's tears from his face (tears Rick hadn't even realized he was shedding) and hugged him around his neck.

Hershel and his daughter Maggie were standing in the doorway, witnessing what was transpiring between Rick and his son. Hershel was all ready to explain to Rick that, even though he said he didn't want anyone in the infirmary who didn't absolutely need to be there, he had to bring Maggie because he needed to bring Michonne something to eat and he couldn't carry her plate and walk with his crutches at the same time. But he could see plainly that an explanation wouldn't be necessary anymore. He looked over at his patient and saw that like him and Maggie, Michonne was crying as she observed the father and son clinging to each other. Hershel tried to walk over to Michonne without disturbing Rick and Carl, but he noticed that her wound was bleeding.

"Oh my God, Michonne. What happened?" he asked her, effectively breaking up the depressing scene.

"When I came in here, she was on the floor," Carl said pulling himself out of his father's lap. "I helped her up, but she really hurt herself. I was gonna go and find my dad, but, I got kind of sidetracked," he said sheepishly.

Though she didn't say anything, Maggie wondered why Carl wanted to find _his_ dad rather than hers.

Now, to Michonne's discomfort, all the attention was currently on her.

"I was trying to make it to the bathroom," she lied. "I'm sorry I got a little careless and fucked up all your hard work," she said. "Sorry Carl," she said, apologizing for the cuss word.

"He's heard worse and I'm sure has said as much when I'm not around," Rick said, ruffling his son's hair affectionately. He'd made his way over to Michonne's bed when he heard Hershel worrying about her wound.

Rick looked at Michonne, desperately wanting her to look back at him. To acknowledge his presence. She didn't oblige him, and his shoulders fell a little. Michonne was suddenly very interested in her bloody bandage. The silence in the room was palpable, and Carl wasn't making it any better, looking back and forth between his father and his new friend. Hershel, thankfully, brought the awkward situation to an end.

"Well, I'm gonna have to stitch you up again. The first time, you were blissfully unconscious. This time, you won't be so lucky. So, I'm apologizing now for what's about to happen," he said.

Michonne looked up at him gratefully.

"It's okay. If I'd done what you told me to in the first place, I wouldn't have to go through it. I'll be okay. Just do what you have to do."

"Come on Carl. Let's give them some privacy," Rick said to his son, though he still hadn't taken his eyes off of his Michonne. He hesitated in following his own instructions for a beat, still trying to somehow silently will Michonne into looking at him. Just once. Just a glance. Something.

Finally, he started walking behind Carl with his hands on his shoulders, leading him out. When he got to the door, he stopped.

"Michonne?" Rick called out to her tenderly.

After she managed to handle the _way _he called out her name with a little dignity, she raised her eyes to look at him. When she did, Rick felt as if the sun had just risen.

"I'll be back for you," he said softly, and guided his now smiling son, out the door.

* * *

><p>As they walked back to the cell block, Rick had to push Michonne to the back of his mind so he could concentrate on Carl. He'd done it before, and honestly, it didn't feel any better now. It was difficult. He still couldn't believe she was here. Not only had she survived all the madness that ended the world, but she somehow found her way back to him. He was certain that finding him wasn't her intention, but he didn't even care. All that mattered was that she, his Michonne, was here.<p>

He wasn't doing a very good job of pushing her to the back of his mind.

Rick and Carl made it to Rick's cell and they sat on the cot together.

"Where's Judith," Carl asked his dad.

He knew they were about to have a heavy conversation and needed to distract himself from it. For just a minute.

"Beth has her. I asked her to keep Judith with her tonight," Rick said, appreciating the diversion in conversation himself.

Carl smirked at his dad. "Where are you gonna be?"

Rick smiled at his smart-ass son. "I'm gonna have a talk with my…with Michonne. Speaking of that, what exactly were you doing in there today anyway? I know you remember when I asked everyone to stay clear of her."

Rick didn't want to scold his son, not after the day they'd just had, but he needed Carl to follow directions.

"I'm sorry Dad. But, after you told me about her last night, I just wanted to meet her. After I'd sat with her last night…"

"Last night? You went to see her last night too? Carl," Rick sighed. "You shouldn't have bothered her, son. She's wounded and was probably trying to process what the hell was going on."

"Yeah, I know, but she was asleep when I got there. I didn't wake her up or anything. I just sat there and watched her. She did wake up on her own though and I got her some water. She was nice."

"How many questions did you ask her?" Rick asked chuckling at his precocious son.

"Just one," he answered. "I only asked her what her name was."

Carl didn't even want to think about the question he'd asked her a few minutes ago. It caused her some pain and he regretted deeply doing that to her.

"But, I'd already told you her name."

"You didn't seem too sure," Carl said cautiously.

He didn't want to bring up his dad's slight breakdown, but he didn't want to dance around it either. He had a feeling that today, he and his dad were going to lay it all out there.

Rick ran his hand through his marginally curly (and way too long for him anyway) hair as he thought about what his son told him yesterday. Essentially, Carl had told his father to get his shit together.

"I'm sorry about that Carl. I hadn't seen Lori walking around the prison in weeks, and when I saw Michonne, I thought it was starting again and I sort of panicked."

"You seem okay now," Carl said, smiling at his dad.

"I'm okay. Are you okay?"

"I feel a lot better since I was able to say out loud how I felt about mom and what happened to her."

Rick opened his mouth to reassure his son that what happened to Lori was not his fault but Carl started talking before he got the chance.

"I know Dad. I know what happened to her, happened because she was gonna die in childbirth. And, even though I was thinking about what she said when I had to shoot her, I know I didn't kill her out of meanness because of it. It had to be done. Maggie had Judith so I had to do it. I know all of these things in my head, but sometimes, I don't know, I just feel weird about it. I'm sorry I said she was selfish earlier. She basically sacrificed herself for Jude, and I didn't mean it. I mean, she was a little selfish, but, in the end, she wasn't."

Carl sighed as he let how he felt, out. He wanted to be done with the whole thing honestly, but he still had something he needed to discuss with his father. Regretfully, he looked at his dad and braced himself for the question he was about to ask and the answer he could possibly get.

"Dad?"

"Yeah son?"

"I don't want you to get upset, but I need to know something."

Rick looked at his son and nodded his head, letting him know that it was okay to ask. He wasn't even going to try and guess what that 'something' could be. There was no guessing when it came to Carl and his questions.

"Do you think Judith is really yours?"

"_Shit,"_ Rick thought to himself. This was something he'd wanted to avoid discussing with Carl, or anyone else for that matter.

When his father didn't answer right away, Carl began to explain why he was asking that question.

"When I realized that mom and Shane were together right after everything happened, I hated them both so much for doing that to you. I didn't want to believe that I'd never see you again and I couldn't understand why mom had given up on you so quickly. I figured out it was because she was scared and I guess she thought she needed Shane, but I still hated them. I felt like the both of them were doing you wrong. I still feel that way sometimes," Carl said quietly.

Rick didn't want to tell his son that even after he'd found him and his mom, that Shane and Lori were still fucking around. Carl was feeling a certain way about his mother, and with time, Rick was sure that his feelings toward her would soften. They wouldn't though, if he told him that small tidbit, so he didn't even focus on that.

"Jude _is_ mine Carl. She's ours, and that's it. Even if I'm not her biological father, and I'm not saying that I'm not, but even if that were so, she's still my daughter. She's a Grimes," Rick declared for his son.

Carl smiled up at his dad. "Okay."

"Now, is there anything else we need to talk about? Get out in the open?" Rick asked, silently praying that Carl would let him off the hook. Of course, his prayers went unanswered.

"Do you still love Michonne?"

"_Shit,"_ Rick thought to himself. Again. He'd basically asked for it when he opened himself up to more questions. But, he wasn't going to lie to him. Not to Carl.

"I never stopped loving Michonne, Carl. She was everything to me at one point in my life. I…I think Lori may have known. She didn't know about Michonne, but I believe she sensed that my heart wasn't really hers. I tried so hard to love your mom the way I did Michonne, but it was impossible. You can't transfer love from one person to another. I did have feelings your mom, but, I shouldn't have married her. I believe that my heartbreak at losing Michonne manifested itself into anger toward your mother and it wasn't fair to Lori. I resented her for not being someone else, and no one can live up to an impossible expectation like that. In the end, your mom and I weren't happy. Even before the world took this horrible turn. But, in the beginning, _I_ wasn't happy and that damaged us before we even had a chance. It was my fault and I'll never forgive myself for it."

Carl put his arm around his father's shoulders. "I forgive you Dad."

* * *

><p>Michonne was doing her absolute best to not cry out, but every time that needle poked through her flesh and drew the stitch through the hole it had created, her resolve weakened.<p>

"Almost done Michonne. You're doing great," Hershel said.

It seemed to Michonne that he had been saying he was almost done for fucking hours, but there still seemed to be no end in sight. Plus, here she was at another low point and it seemed Mike had abandoned her.

"_**You don't need me,"**_ Mike said. "_**You're one true love is here."**_ Even dead he could still pull off 'snide' like a pro.

She opened her eyes and Rick was there. She was clutching the sheet, but he grabbed her hand and squeezed.

"How many more Hershel," Rick snapped. He was instantly sorry for his harsh tone, but he couldn't stand to see her in pain. "Sorry," he said to the older man.

"Only two more," Hershel answered. He didn't give credence to Rick's attitude. He thought he understood why Rick was being so testy anyway.

Rick turned and looked at Michonne. Her eyes were closed tightly, and she was biting her bottom lip to keep in the screams.

"Hey," he said softly to her as he wiped the tears from the side of her face. "It's going to be okay. You're at the home stretch now babe."

He didn't mean to call her babe. It just, slipped out. However; she either didn't notice, or didn't care. She just nodded her head and bit down harder. Rick rubbed downwards on her chin to gently pop her lip out of its prison of teeth.

"You're gonna hurt yourself," he said as he let his thumb stroke her tortured lip.

She turned her head to stop his caress. She couldn't let him do that. She also let go of his hand and grabbed at the sheet, readying herself for the final stitch and accompanying pain.

Rick was hurt that she didn't want him touching her, but he understood. So, he just stood close to her. Not touching, but close enough so she could still feel him.

Finally, Hershel was done. Michonne gasped in relief and so did Rick.

"Now, the next time you have to go to the bathroom, someone will assist you, okay? I'm sorry there was no one here for you the first time," Hershel said to Michonne.

Then he turned to Rick. "Maggie and Sasha are going to help me while Michonne is here." Hershel waited for the argument that he was _pretty_ sure wasn't coming, but you never know when dealing with Rick Grimes. He didn't get one though.

"That's fine," was Rick's only reply.

Rick wasn't listening to Hershel. Michonne and Rick were staring at each other and Hershel couldn't tell if they were gonna go for the kiss or the kill.

"I hate you," Michonne hissed at Rick.

"I know, but I love you," Rick replied.

Seemed like it might be both.

Hershel tried to make himself busy, and scarce.

"You don't love me. You couldn't possibly. Not unless you're some kind of sadistic fuck, because you _sure_ could hurt me," she said.

"I know My Own. I know I hurt you, but I _do_ love you," Rick said.

Michonne gasped when she'd heard her old moniker. Rick used to call her My Own. She used to call him My One. She thought it sounded ridiculous now.

"Don't you fucking call me that. I'm not 'your' _anything_ anymore!"

She let out a loud sob when she finally allowed herself to verbalize what made her hurt the most. It still fucking hurt her that she wasn't his. Still, after all these years.

"But, you are," Rick said calmly. "You're mine. My Michonne. My Own. And, you always will be."

"How can you say that to me after what you did to me? You abandoned me Rick. You left me to languish all alone because you didn't love me enough. And then, I had to find out that **you**…."

She couldn't get it out. She _knew_ shortly after he left her, he'd gotten married, but she didn't want to say those words. She didn't want to hear his mouth about how he thought it was best, or whatever excuse he had for his betrayal.

"Michonne. Tell me," Rick said softly. He thought he knew what she was going to say and he braced himself. They needed to get everything out in the open. No need for pussy-footing around to spare feelings. Not now.

"I wanted to die," she whispered, ignoring Rick's request.

He gasped when he heard her. He'd braced himself, but he was not expecting to hear that.

"I was so devastated after you left me," she continued. "When you told me we weren't 'a good fit' and you turned your back and walked away from me, **I wanted to die**. At one point, it felt like my heart was **literally** broken."

The tears were streaming down Michonne's face, but her expression was well past sadness. She was pissed! She violently wiped at her face, angry that Rick still had the power to make her feel…anything. She attempted to erase the evidence that she actually felt anything for this man by trying to get rid of the fucking tears that wouldn't stop flowing.

"So, no," she continued angrily. "I'm not yours. I'm nothing to you, and as soon as I can walk, I'm getting the fuck out of here!"

She was breathing so hard, and yet she couldn't catch her breath. Once again, she felt like she was dying all over again. She turned her head away from him and even though she was mad enough to spit nails, she cried like an infant.

Rick knew there was no excuse he could come up with to make Michonne feel better, so he didn't try. The truth was awful, but she needed to know, rather, **he needed her to know**. He tentatively sat on the edge of her bed, close to the head, where she was propped up on multiple pillows.

"Michonne? Baby, please look at me," Rick said.

Michonne didn't respond so he waited. After ten minutes of her still refusing to look at him, he tried again.

"My Own, I'm not leaving until you look at me," he whispered gently.

Nothing.

"I've already given Jude to the babysitter for the night. I have nowhere to go."

Finally, she realized that if she didn't look his way, he'd probably sit there all night. Same old Rick. She turned to him and glared.

"I love you Michonne. I always have. I never stopped. I did what I did because I was a scared, stupid kid. I…"

"You were twenty-two. You weren't a kid," Michonne growled at him.

"But, I was though. My family…my father…." He stopped speaking and dropped his eyes to his lap. He realized that he was getting ready to do exactly what he said he wouldn't. Make excuses. Sure his father had a huge part in his break-up with Michonne, but ultimately, it was on Rick himself. _He_ broke it off with _her_, no matter what extenuating circumstances existed.

Michonne was still looking at him, but the glare was dialed down a bit. "Your family, your father what?" She asked. She knew his family was a racist bunch of assholes, but she couldn't believe there was any way Rick would let **that** come between them. She searched his face, which was now partially hidden from her, and she knew. She knew that was exactly what had happened.

"I'm so much more disappointed in you than I ever was before," she said sadly, shaking her head. She turned her head away from him again. She couldn't look at him anymore.

He knew he'd have to eat that, but it was so much easier to deal with her anger than it was to deal with her disappointment in him. When she turned away from him again, it was as if everything went dim. Rick took a shuddering breath and pushed through his feelings.

"I thought that my family was everything to me Michonne, but when I let go of you, I realized that they weren't. **You** were. When I came to my senses, I went to find you. I wanted to tell you that I loved you, and that I didn't need them, I needed you, but I couldn't find you…" He paused, his eyes becoming unfocused at the painful memory of how lost and desperate he was to find her and make it right. "...and no one would help me. I went to your parent's house and begged them to tell me where you were, but they wouldn't. I went to them every day for a month, begging and pleading with them to help me. Eventually, they wouldn't even open the door when I came by. I didn't blame them. I'd hurt their daughter and they weren't about to let me do it again. I understood that." He nodded to no one, still back there in his mind, reasoning with his young, stupid, lovesick self. "I brought it on myself and I couldn't change it. I was weak and scared and stupid and I let my family influence me. I was broken. They broke me, but, it was my fault for letting it happen. I was the architect of all of my pain. And yours. And I'm so sorry," Rick confessed quietly.

After a long moment of silence, in which she had to be still and let all this settle over her, Michonne finally spoke.

"I'd often wondered what I did to make you leave me. I could never figure it out, but I would say to myself, 'you must have been a horrible girlfriend,' or 'you must have been a horrible person to cause him to just'…"

"Michonne, no. It wasn't your fault. I -" Rick started.

"Yeah, thanks Rick, I know that _now_," Michonne interrupted. "I was good to you. I wasn't perfect but god knows I tried to be for you, and you let them…" Michonne hissed.

She had to stop. She was sick at what he'd told her. She actually felt like she may vomit.

"Michonne, I know…"

"No, you **don't know shit**," Michonne said as she turned her head away from him once again. "Can you just go, please? I don't feel like talking about this with you right now," she said quietly.

The last thing Rick wanted to do was leave her. Again. But he knew that, for now, this conversation was on pause.

"I'll just sit here. I won't say anything okay? We don't have to talk. I just want to be here, with you." Rick said.

Michonne didn't turn back to him or say one word in response to his revelation that he wasn't leaving like she'd asked.

"_**He's kind of pushy ain't he? I can see why you too were together,"**_ Mike said.

"_Shut. The. Fuck. UP!"_ Michonne screamed in her own head.

"_**See what I mean**_," Mike scoffed.

Michonne sighed and gave up, for now. She was drained. She was hurting physically as well as emotionally and, now, she only wanted to sleep. She gingerly turned on her side, careful of her new stitches and closed her eyes.

"_Fuck the both of them,"_ she thought..

Before she was overtaken by much needed sleep, she felt a hand softly rubbing her back.


	4. Will You Still Love Me Tomorrow?

Chapter 4

Will You Still Love Me Tomorrow

Rick had been rubbing Michonne's back for almost thirty minutes and noticed she was in and out of sleep. Currently, he observed, she was awake. The sun had set outside, but the light of dusk made it possible for him to still see her beautiful face. The time of day outside brought about one of his best memories of him and Michonne. He decided to risk talking to her.

"Do you remember our first date at Marley's pond back home?" He asked smiling fondly.

Michonne opened her eyes. He was afraid she would tell him to stop touching her, but she didn't, to his relief.

"It wasn't our first date, it was our fourth," she said.

"I know, but it was our first one there. After that, we made it a point to go back constantly. R'member?"

"Of course I do silly," she said softly.

* * *

><p>Rick carefully packed his brand new picnic basket full of the things he knew Michonne would like. He filled the enormous thermos that came with the basket, with peach and mint flavored sweet tea, after he washed it thoroughly of course. He'd fried pork chops the night before and now made sandwiches with them, carefully wrapping each one in wax paper. He had four sandwiches. He knew they wouldn't eat them all, but he wanted to make sure there was enough, just in case. He'd bought green grapes and pulled each one off of its stem and washed them, throwing the ones with the slightest bit of brown on them away. He picked four of the biggest, juiciest peaches he could find from the tree in his backyard, washed them, and added them to his bounty. After begging her and promising to give her $5, his little sister made her special spicy potato salad for him. Rick had taken some to school once and Michonne loved it. Proven after she ate practically all he had. He didn't care though. He was finding of late that he wanted to give her everything she wanted, even his lunch! He pulled the block of 'fancy' cheddar cheese he'd gotten from the deli inside the grocery store, out of the refrigerator, rejoicing that no one had eaten any of it, and carefully sliced it, placing it on wax paper and wrapping it up. He also added a few paper plates, plastic cups and utensils and a ton of napkins. Then, after he retrieved the tupperware dish full of pecans he picked from the tree in his neighbor's yard (that he'd spent almost all night shelling) he was ready. He looked over everything he'd gotten for her and realized the food was a bit heavy, but he didn't care. This was all of the things Michonne liked best. All except one thing, he realized.<p>

"Shit, I forgot the chocolate."

Rick ran to his room and pulled the bag of Hershey's Kisses out of their hiding place. He'd hid them so his sister wouldn't get into them. Her sweet tooth was worse than Michonne's. He headed back to the kitchen to get his basket so that he could go, and found his father nosing around in it. He didn't want to argue with his father, not now. He didn't want his good mood ruined. He walked over to his basket, edging his father away from it, threw the bag of chocolate treats in and slammed the top shut.

"Well, where are you off to boy? You got a hot date?" His father asked in a mocking tone that told Rick, his wish to avoid an argument with the man was probably not going to come to fruition.

"Yep," Rick said picking up the basket and heading to the door.

"That's a lot of food. I guess that little blackbird you got can really eat huh?"

Rick bristled at the term 'blackbird', but was grateful the asshole didn't call her what he normally would. Rick's father continued talking even though it was obvious his son was trying to get away from him as quick as he could.

"Now don't go gettin' attached to that pickaninny. I mean, we all like to dip into a little black strange from time to time and I guess this is your time, but that shit can't last. Do what you got to do, and then go wash your dick off and find yo'self someone respectable."

Rick kept walking, wondering why the door seemed to be getting further and further away the more he walked.

His mama once told him to ignore his daddy when he talked that way. "_He's just an ignorant hick that don't know no better. You don't pay him no mind."_ God knows he was trying now. His father however, would not be ignored.

"You here what I'm saying to you boy?" He yelled.

Rick turned on his heel so fast his father took a startled step back. Rick's normally sea blue eyes were icy as he looked at his daddy. He was pissed.

"Yeah, I hear you talking but you ain't sayin' shit," he said.

His shoulders were rising and falling in time with his harsh breathing. "Do not talk about her that way. I ain't gonna say it again!" Rick was ready to fight his own father and his father knew it, but instead of antagonising him further with his ugly words, he did it by laughing at his son.

"Oooh, lookit you. You mad now," he teased. "Well, what you gon' do about it Richard?"

Rick hated to be called Richard and his father knew that. Mr. Grimes was itching for a fight. Rick felt the blood rush to his face, making it uncomfortably warm, not with embarrassment, but with anger. He dropped his basket and looked at his father, tilting his head and balling his hands into fists.

"Daddy, can you come help me? I can't get this plate down!" Rick's little sister yelled from the kitchen.

She'd seen and heard the whole interaction between her daddy and her big brother. Her daddy wasn't as young as he used to be, no matter how much he'd like to think so and her brother played football. He had an amazing arm. He could throw that football for miles and she didn't want to see what would happen to her daddy's face if Rick put that same strength behind a punch. Besides, she'd seen that head tilting thing from her brother before. Nothing ever went well after that.

"I'm comin' Peggy," Mr. Grimes called out smiling at his son.

"Guess you got saved by the bell this time huh boy? You better be careful hanging with that darkie of yours. You're turning into a savage," he said feigning concern, as he walked to the kitchen, laughing the entire way.

Rick watched his father's retreating back and thought about going after him. After taking one step in the old man's direction, his mama walked out of her room and stood in front of him.

"Baby, you're gonna be late for your date. You don't want to keep her waiting do you?"

Rick looked down at his small statured mother and smiled. With just her presence, he could feel the anger draining from him, thankfully.

"Naw mama. I don't want to keep her waitin'," he said. He bent down to pick up his basket and kissed mama on the forehead. "Thanks," he said to her softly.

"Now, before you go get her, I want you to take yourself over to May's and get her some really nice flowers, plus it'll give you a little time to cool off," she said as she reached into her bra discreetly to get her baby boy some money.

"Mama, you don't have to do that. I'm okay."

"I know you're okay baby, but take this and get that pretty little gal some flowers."

"Okay, ma," Rick said, reluctantly taking the money. It made his mama happy to be able to do things for her son and he liked it when she was happy. He wouldn't use it though. He'd just slip it back into her cookie jar where she kept her pin money.

"Good," she said. "Gon now."

He smiled down at his mama and left. When he got into his truck, he opened the basket to make sure he hadn't upset the contents when he threw it on the floor. Everything looked to be in order, so he put it on the floor behind the seats, on top of the blankets he'd stored there the night before in preparation for this outing he'd planned for him and Michonne. His mama picked the two softest blankets she had in her linen closet for him to take on their picnic. He loved his mother and she was the only reason he hadn't knocked his father on his ass. He made a conscious effort to push what happened with his father to the back of his mind and made his way to May's flower shop.

* * *

><p>Michonne was sitting at her vanity getting ready for her fourth date with one Rick Grimes. He was so handsome with his dimpled cheeks, and chiseled jawline. But, his <em>eyes<em>. They were her weakness. His blue eyes made her melt. Sometimes she wondered what in the hell he saw in her, though. As she looked at herself in the mirror, Michonne immediately changed that thought.

"I know exactly what he see's in me. Hell, I look good," she said giggling.

She picked up her silver-plated hair brush and ran it across her relaxed straightened hair in order to tame it into a high ponytail. Her hairstyle made her face bright and open. She'd always thought her forehead was way too big, but Rick had told her that he loved her face, forehead included. She smiled as she thought of him.

She didn't want to put on too much makeup. She'd never been a huge 'pretty girl'. Eyeliner and colored lip gloss was always enough for her. Maybe a little eyeshadow today to match her dress. She was wearing her red and gray sundress that hugged her upper body like a glove and flared at the bottom. Not enough to take away from her ass, which she knew Rick had a particular affection for, but to accentuate it. She'd painted her nails and toenails blood red the night before and her strappy sandals really made her toes pop. She'd slathered her body with her specially made Mango and Shea butter body moisturizer. Because of the wonderful smell of this body butter, she didn't need any perfume. She also made sure that her body was totally devoid of hair. She'd taken special care to shave her legs. She didn't want nicks and cuts all over her legs for her date, so she shaved slowly and concentrated as hard as she could on her task. As she went further and further up her thighs, she shrugged and shaved her vagina as well. It was too hot for hair there anyway.

Now, she stood up and stepped in front of her full length mirror to take a look at herself. She was satisfied with what she was working with. She knew though, that even if she'd shown up with overalls and a straw hat, Rick would be totally okay with it. She smiled again.

He was taking her on a picnic at Marley's pond. It wasn't a very big pond and it was kind of off the beaten path, which meant they'd most likely have the venue to themselves.

She'd offered to make the lunch but he told her no. He said he was going to take care of everything. The only thing he wanted her to do was be there.

A knock at her door distracted her from thoughts of her...she didn't know _what_ he was. They'd never really broached the 'boyfriend/girlfriend' subject, but this was already their fourth date. She'd made up her mind that if he didn't bring it up, she would.

She went to answer her door to find her brother Carl standing there grinning like an idiot.

"Well, look at you Ms. Michonne. You look good girl!"

"Thanks fool," she said laughing. "What can I do for you sir? I'm trying to get ready."

"Well you'd better hurry up. Rick's here and waiting downstairs...with Daddy," Carl said smirking.

Michonne ran to her window and saw that indeed, Rick's pickup truck was parked in front of their house. She was so busy thinking about him that she didn't even hear him when he'd arrived.

"Daddy isn't harassing him is he?" She asked as she grabbed her purse.

"Naw, just the usual. You know - 'Where are you two going?' 'How long will you be gone?' 'Take care of my baby'." Carl said as he followed Michonne out of her room and down the stairs.

When Rick saw Michonne walk down those stairs, he looked at her like it was the first time. He stopped speaking with her father and just stared as she practically glided down the stairs. Mr. Godwin chuckled at the reaction Rick Grimes had whenever he saw his daughter. It was funny because this was their fourth outing (he didn't want to think 'date') and it was always exactly the same. Rick looked at his daughter like she hung the moon. That was one of the reasons he didn't mind this young man calling on his daughter. He was respectful. He never blew his horn for Michonne; he parked and knocked on the door properly. He engaged in intelligent conversation, even if it was mostly about his schooling. And, he was a good student according to his son Carl.

"Hey," Michonne said smiling at Rick shyly. "Hi Daddy," she said to her father without looking at him.

Mr. Godwin could see that Rick wasn't the only one. His little girl looked at this young man like he was responsible for the very stars.

"Hey Michonne," Rick said just as shyly. "You look beautiful."

Michonne looked down at her feet in response to the compliment. "So do you," she said after smiling up at him from her feet.

Carl was watching his sister and his friend, and shook his head. "Alright, alright. Enough of all this sap. Get out of here so me and Daddy can watch the game in peace."

Rick jolted out of his 'romance trance' and looked over at Carl. "I'm gonna need a blow by blow recap when we get back man."

"You could just stay here with us and watch it," Carl teased.

Rick looked Michonne up and down and shook his head. "Don't think so young'n. You ready Michonne?"

She nodded her head and turned to her father to get the last minute instructions she knew were coming.

"Have fun, 'Chonne and don't stay out too late," was all he offered, to her surprise. Mr. Godwin and his wife never gave their children curfews. They tried to instill values in their kids that would guide them into making good decisions.

Rick reached out to shake the man's hand. "I won't keep her out too late sir, I promise."

Mr. Goldwin returned Rick's handshake. "I know son. Y'all have a good time."

Something went through Rick when Mr. Godwin called him 'son'. He'd have given anything to have a father like him instead of the asshole he was saddled with. "Yes sir," Rick replied.

As he and Michonne walked toward the door, he made sure to open it for her and let her out first. When they walked down the stairs, he held his arm out for her to hold onto. When she touched his bare arm, he could feel tingles where her hand landed. He was instantly glad he'd worn his short sleeved gray t-shirt, besides, Michonne had said once that she liked to see him in it. He held the truck door open for her and watched her climb in. He didn't try to help her in because he honestly couldn't figure out a place to touch her that wouldn't end up being inappropriate. Fortunately, she didn't need his help. When she climbed in, he waited until she was seated comfortably before closing the door. As he walked around to the driver's side, he nodded at Mr. Godwin and Carl who were watching them from the porch, before getting in himself.

"I got these for you," Rick said as he pulled a bouquet of pale pink carnations from the top of the basket behind her seat. "I guess I should have given them to you in the house so that you could have put them in water."

"Thanks Rick. They're beautiful." She was fucking swooning.

"_You_ are," Rick said looking at her.

He couldn't get over how much he loved looking at her. God he wanted to kiss her. He didn't dare while still parked in front of her house though.

That was the second time inside of ten minutes that he'd called her beautiful and she believed he really meant it. The first time he'd told her that, she was doubtful. In school, she'd seen his exes. None of them looked anything like her. Skinny blond girls with pretty faces, but not much to offer in the brains department. Michonne Godwin on the other hand, was far from blond and had curves that wouldn't quit. She had a perfect hourglass figure that was further highlighted by the magnificence of her ass. And, she was nowhere near dumb. She couldn't figure it out, but the more he told her she was beautiful, the more she realized he meant it.

"I want to take them with us," she said as she smelled her flowers.

"Whatever you want Michonne," he said smiling at her and starting the truck at the same time.

As they drove toward Marley's pond, Michonne craned her neck to see what else was behind her. "What did you pack?" She asked.

"A few thangs I know you like. I gotta bunch of stuff in there. Don't worry, you'll enjoy it," he said tickled at her nosiness.

"Come closer," he said patting the space between them.

She didn't hesitate sliding over to him. She wanted to be closer when he first got in the truck but didn't want her father and Carl looking at them. He carefully put his arm around her waist, and holding on to her hip, pulled her even closer to him.

"That's better," he said quietly.

She giggled at him. "I'm practically in your lap, Rick."

"If I wasn't afraid I'd crash this truck, I'd be totally okay with you riding in my lap," he said.

Michonne laughed at his phrasing. "I bet you would," she said patting his thigh.

He chuckled when he realized what he'd said. He turned to look at her to tell her he didn't mean it _that_ way but she was so close to him, she was so pretty and she smelled so good, he lost his breath. So, he gave her a sweet kiss on her temple and felt her melt into his side.

He figured out after their first date, that he was in love with this girl, but he didn't know how to tell her. Maybe it was too soon? It was ok though, he could wait for his Michonne, forever.

* * *

><p>"Mr. Grimes. I need to talk to you," Rick's mother called out to his father after her son drove away to go on his date.<p>

"What can I do for you Ms. Sarah?"

"Well for starters, you can leave our son alone. If he wants to date that child then leave him alone and let him. What's it got to do with you anyway?"

Peggy, Rick's little sister was secretly glad that her mother was defending Rick. She knew it would do no good though.

"He can't date a nigger Ms. Sarah. It's disgustin'! He needs to date someone more like him, like us."

"It's not disgustin' and I've asked you to not say that word in this house. I don't want Peggy hearin' you talk that way."

"This is my house! I can talk anyway I want to and don't forget it!"

"Oh, this is yo' house huh? Well, I guess I need to start chargin' ya for all the cleanin', cookin', and mendin' I do around here."

"I didn't mean…"

"Oh, no, don't try an' walk it back now Mr. Grimes, because in addition to asking you not to use that vile word, I also asked you to stop stompin' around here like a gorilla in the zoo claimin' this as yo' house. But, you just keep on stompin'. You'll get my bill at the end of the week."

Sarah Grimes went to her room and slammed her door, leaving her husband looking confused and upset.

He looked over at his daughter. "What the hell?"

Peggy just shook her head at her daddy and went to her own room. And while she didn't slam her door like her mama, she did close the door firmly, leaving her daddy looking even more confused than before.

* * *

><p>After a very comfortable 15 mile drive, Rick and Michonne made it to their destination. Rick parked his truck very close to where he'd planned to set up their picnic so Michonne wouldn't have to walk that far. When he turned off the truck, he gave Michonne a squeeze where his hand still rested on her hip.<p>

"We're here babe," he said into the top of her head. "You wanna stay in the truck while I set everything up?"

"No, I'll help you," she said looking up at him. Because of their closeness, she got a really good look at his eyes. They were as blue as the ocean. She loved his eyes. She'd found herself getting lost in them on more than one occasion and she couldn't think of a better place to lose herself. Looking up at him, and him looking down at her, their closeness, and his hand caressing her hip; she couldn't resist. She tipped her head up a little more and kissed him. It was just a small peck on his lips but, it was also everything. He smiled down at her, so glad she'd made the first move, but determined that she wouldn't make the last. He lowered his face to hers until they were nose to nose. He wanted to inhale her. He gently pressed his lips to hers and swiped at her mouth with his tongue and waited. He didn't have to wait long. She quickly opened herself to him, allowing him inside her. When his tongue twirled itself around hers, she moaned into him and proceeded to mimic his action. She'd never let a boy put his tongue in her mouth before and she found that she was very glad that she let Rick be her first.

As the kiss continued he tilted his body a bit more toward her and cupped the back of her neck with the hand that wasn't occupied with squeezing her hip. It was a very possessive position but Michonne didn't care. She was his. Her hand was running up and down his flat stomach and she could feel his muscles contract beneath his t-shirt every time she touched him. She could feel herself trying to lay back onto the truck seats and pull him down with her as well. She knew she needed to stop before this went too far. She pulled her head back, but he followed her, sucking her top lip in between his own. She allowed him to kiss her a few more times before she started to speak into his mouth.

"Rick. Rick, we should probably stop now," she panted against his lips.

He pulled away from her, thinking he'd upset her with his slight aggression. "I'm sorry Michonne," he said quickly.

She was just as quick to reassure him.

"There's no need for that," she said as she rubbed his beautiful face. "I loved it. I just don't want the food to spoil in this heat."

He was both relieved and tickled. Relieved that she wasn't mad at him, and tickled that his Michonne was always thinking about food.

"Okay," he said as he went in for one more kiss. "Let's get out."

She started to open her door, but then waited. He liked to open it for her; he'd told her on their first date.

He saw her going for the door, but smiled when she pulled her hand back and waited for him to do it. When he opened her door, he offered his and and helped her down. He then went behind the seat and pulled the picnic basket and the blanket out. Michonne grabbed the blanket and they took a short walk to the huge tree that stood on a slight hill, which overlooked the pond.

"This is perfect," she said as she gazed at the scene, before turning to Rick. She stood on her tiptoe and moved her mouth to his cheek. He knew he was getting another kiss so he lowered his cheek to make it easy for her.

"_You_ are," he said to her for the second time that day.

She just smiled at him. "Step back a little so I can lay down the blanket."

Rick did as he was told and watched her as she unfolded the blanket and lay it out under the tree. After she straightened it out, he sat the picnic basket down and opened it up. The first thing Michonne saw was that bag of Kisses.

"Ooh," she said and reached out to grab them. Rick got to them first and pulled them behind his back.

"Not yet Michonne," he teased. "If you start on these now, you'll eat the whole bag and the rest of the food will go to waste," he said smiling at her.

"Ah! I wouldn't eat the _whole_ bag. Just a couple. Pleeease?" she asked softly. Rick tore the bag open and gave her four of the little candies.

"Thank you Rick," she said, knowing she would have gotten them anyway even if she hadn't flirted with him to get them.

Rick shook his head. He had to be careful. If Michonne asked him for a kidney, he'd cut his own out to give it to her.

He started laying out the food and the plates. "Okay, we got porkchop sandwiches, made with my own hand."

She giggled at him.

"Don't laugh," he said smiling at her. "You're gonna love me after you taste these. We got some spicy potato salad."

"I hope you brought enough," she said remembering when she gobbled all of his up at school.

"I did," he said smiling at her. He continued with his task. "Grapes, peaches, cheese, pecans, and some sweet peach tea. How's that?"

"It's perfect Rick," she said to him tenderly. Because it was. It was perfect.

He blushed at her declaration and started making her a plate. She grabbed one of the peaches and a plastic knife and started cutting into it. The juicy peach dripped down her hand as she cut into it and she licked the nectar from her wrist. Rick watched her with a longing in his eyes, until his pants started to get a little tighter. He quickly turned away from the scene of her pink tongue darting in and out of her mouth to lick the juice from her skin. He wished it was him. Either licking the juice or being licked, he honestly didn't care which. In order to get a little control of himself, he handed her a napkin.

"Oh, thanks." She proceeded to wipe what was left of the juice from her hand and Rick wanted to kick himself for stopping her from doing it her way.

She grabbed one of the plates and continued to cut the peach into sections for her and Rick, putting half of the peaches on his plate and half on her own. She tucked her sundress under her knees as Rick handed her her plate. She realized that she still had her shoes on and pulled her legs from under her lap to take them off.

When Rick saw she was starting to take off her shoes, he put his plate on the blanket and gently pulled her foot to his lap. "I'll do that for you babe."

She felt tingles down her spine when he called her babe and her smile brightened even further, if that was possible. He unbuckled her sandal and took her shoe off, giving her foot a short rub before doing the same with the other foot. When he was done, she pulled her feet from his hands and tucked them back up under her lap. He also pulled his cowboy boots as well as his socks, and let his toes enjoy the breeze coming from the little pond.

"Let's eat," he said to her. And they did just that. Michonne, Rick noticed, liked a good meal. She ate with relish and wasn't concerned about who was watching or about looking dainty. That was another reason he liked her so much. There was no lying in her. What you saw was exactly what you got with Michonne, and if you didn't like it, you could agitate the gravel.

After about 20 minutes of a very comfortable silence, they were both done, having eaten their fill.

"Did you like it babe?" Rick figured he'd gotten away with calling her that once and she didn't seem to mind, so he'd try it again.

"It was so good. I'm stuffed. Good job, baby," she said giving him a thumbs up. She didn't look at him to see if he'd heard her call him 'baby'. She just started clearing up the mess they'd made.

"Hey, I'll do that," Rick said.

"Nonsense. You relax and I'll do this."

Once again, Rick did what he was told. He lay on his back and watched Michonne make quick work of the small mess they'd made and put all the uneaten food back into the picnic basket. When she was done, he wanted her close to him again. Just like on the drive over.

"Com'mere," he called to her. And, once again, she didn't hesitate. She snuggled up to him, laying on her side with her head on his chest. He rubbed her back and she rubbed his chest while they continued to enjoy each other's company.

After laying in silence for a little while, Michonne lifted her head up to look at Rick. "You know, I'd never kissed a boy before today."

Rick was shocked. He was sure she'd had guys falling all over themselves to get to her. He knew _he_ was. "Really? I was your first kiss? Why?" He couldn't quite grasp that this beautiful girl let _him_ kiss her before any other.

"Because I like you silly," she said like it should have been obvious. She smiled at him again and he felt like his heart skipped a beat.

He sat up and brought her up to a sitting position as well. "I like you too Michonne. A lot. So, I was wonderin' if maybe...I mean, if you want to, would you like to…?" He was so nervous, he couldn't think straight. Finally he looked up from the quilt where he'd almost picked a hole in it due to his nervousness, and looked her in her eyes. "Would you be my girlfriend?"

He braced himself for, well he didn't know what. Laughter perhaps, or a scoff, or a no. He didn't get any of that. What he got made him ecstatically happy.

Michonne reached up and cupped his cheek in her hand, rubbing her thumb softly on his face. "Of course I will Rick." She pulled her very nervous boyfriend in for another soft kiss on his lips.

"In fact, I'd made up my mind that if you didn't ask me to be your girlfriend on _this_ date, I was gonna ask _you_," she said.

Rick could only shake his head. He'd been so nervous for nothing. "I wanted to ask you on our first date, but I didn't think you'd say yes. Figured I should make a better impression before I asked you."

"Well, sweetheart, you wasted a lot of time because, if you would have asked me on our first date, I would have said yes then too."

Rick knew then that he had to tell her. He had to tell this girl that he loved her. He hoped to God, she would say it back, but even if she didn't, he'd be okay. He could wait.

"I love you Rick," Michonne said beating him to it and taking him by surprise. "I know it might be a little soon for me to say this kinda stuff, but…"

"No, Michonne, it's not too soon. I love you too. I think I have since the very first time I saw you, when you came into our homeroom on your first day. I knew you were mine then."

Michonne smiled at her boyfriend. "And, you're mine, right?" She asked.

"Absolutely. You're mine. My own, and I love you," Rick whispered to her.

"When I walked into that class and saw you looking at me with that goofy smile,, I knew you were the one. I've never, ever felt that way before about any other boy. You're the _only_ one."

Rick was overwhelmed by what she had just told him. He knew, or he thought he knew how she felt about him, but to hear her actually say it? It made him...happy.

He lay down on his back again and pulled her down with him. He delicately pulled the ponytail holder out of her hair and watched as it fell down around her face and shoulders. He put his hand in her loose hair and rubbed, causing her to moan softly, and they lay together and watched as the sun began to disappear.

As Rick watched the sun, Michonne watched him. They'd just confessed to each other their feelings and he looked happy. Or, maybe 'content' was a better word. She liked to think that she was responsible for his current mood.

"Hey," she said sitting up and looking down at him.

He hoped to God, what he thought she wanted wasn't the case, but he had to ask anyway. "You ready to go?" He was starting to sit up when she put her hand on his chest to stop him and let him know that it was okay to lay back down.

"No, not yet. I just wanted to kiss you again."

He smiled up at her and watched anxiously as she lowered her face to his. Soon, they were kissing again and Rick was hard pressed to find a time when he'd ever felt better than he did at that moment. He ran his hand up and down her back, going lower and lower on the 'down stroke' until he was holding on to his prize.

Michonne smiled into his mouth when she felt him finally grab her ass.

He held onto her ass a little longer before he started rubbing it up and down, the same way he'd done it for her back.

She realized that his hand was getting closer and closer to her sex, and that she wanted him to touch her there. She needed him to. Without breaking the kiss, she straddled his waist, feeling his hardness press into her center. She ground herself on him and it felt so good. She figured it felt good to Rick too, because he gasped when she started moving her hips against him.

Using both hands now, he gripped her ass and began to grind into her as well.

Neither of them broke the lip-lock they were in.

Rick pulled at Michonne's dress trying to get it above her waist and she assisted him by lifting her body up slightly. As soon as she felt the air on the backs of her opened thighs, she wanted to push her now, dripping pussy, back to where she felt it belonged, but Rick stopped her by sliding his fingers into the opening of her panties, and with both thumbs, he rubbed at her slippery middle. He pried her lips apart and slid his fingers down to her tight little hole, but he didn't penetrate it. Instead he moved up to her clit which was peaking out of its hood, and gently rubbed and pinched it.

Michonne pulled her lips from Rick's. "Please Rick, harder," she moaned as she tried her best to fuck his fingers.

When he first touched her and felt that not only was she soaking wet for him, but that she was also smooth and hairless down there, he almost came in his pants. He managed to get himself under control though. Until she started to moan his name anyway.

Michonne was desperate to touch him as well. She reached down with one hand to unbuckle his belt and open his jeans, and braced herself with the other on the blanket near Rick's head to keep from falling flat on her face. It was a bit of a struggle to get at him with just one hand, but she did it. She soon had his length in her hand and stroked him as gently as he was stroking her. She could feel his pre-cum flowing down the length of his cock as she continued to caress him and she used it to help make him slick.

Rick temporarily lost the rhythm as he massaged Michonne's pussy, but when she pulled his dick out of his pants and began rubbing it, he almost lost it again.

"Baby wait, wait, wait," he begged. He didn't want to come in her hand.

"What's the matter," Michonne asked as she reluctantly released him. When she did though, Rick found that he was able to breathe again and he pushed his hard cock back into his boxers. They both sat up and looked into each other's eyes. She'd always told him how beautiful his eyes were to her, but looking at her large soft brown eyes, he couldn't imagine anyone else with a more beautiful set than his Michonne.

"Nothing's the matter babe. But, I don't want you to feel like you have to do anything just because _**I**_ do," he said smiling at her, gesturing with his chin to his hard on. "Clearly."

She smiled as well, and turned her back on him. He was confused by what she was doing until she lifted her hair away from the top of her dress, revealing the zipper to him.

He unzipped her dress and slid the straps down her shoulders and off of her arms. She lifted herself onto her knees and looked at him over her shoulder. He knew what she wanted. He got on his knees behind her and pulled the dress all the way down until she had to lay down so that he could pull it the rest of the way down her legs and completely off. She wasn't wearing a bra, only a pair of small white cotton panties. His dick twitched as he looked at her laid out in front of him.

The sun had just finished setting, but the light provided from the dusk enabled Rick to take Michonne in. He only had about forty-five minutes before the dusk light abandoned them and plunged them into what was called "country darkness" (complete, pitch _black_).

He took his shirt off and lay it next to her dress. He bent over her and kissed her, determined to do his best to taste every part of her he could get his tongue on. Slowly, he moved down to her neck and sucked softly. She turned her head slightly to give him whatever access he wanted. While he kissed her neck, his hand gingerly rubbed at her breasts. Her perfect brown nipples, which were already hard, became harder at his touch and Michonne arched her back, letting him know she wanted more. He gave her more. Rick stopped sucking at her neck, kissed it gently, and then replaced his hand with his mouth and softly sucked Michonne's nipple into it. His hand was traveling down her body, rubbing at her ribcage, then lower to her flat tummy where he teased her belly button a little bit. He went lower and softly rubbed along the rim of her panties until he could hear her breathing hard. He finally pulled his hand back, never letting go of her nipples except to switch from one to the other, and let it slide down the front of her panties until he reached her sticky center. She bucked her hips up when he repeatedly clinched her swollen clit with his thumb and forefinger.

Michonne was in a daze. What he was doing to her with his tongue and hand was making her lose herself. As wonderful as Rick was making her feel, she needed more. She pulled his head away from her chest so that she could look in his eyes.

"I need you Rick, please."

"I'm right here, baby," he said as he pressed his fingers onto her slit, not finger-fucking her properly like he really wanted to, but still good enough that she was about to come all over his hand. She pulled his hand out of her panties and looked at him again. She could see the slight disappointment on Rick's face when she removed his hand. She'd fix that. She turned over on her side towards where he was kneeling over her and gently kissed his stomach, then lower to right below his belly button, then even lower to directly above the top of his boxers.

"Take these off babe," she said as she fingered his boxers and then his jeans.

She lay back on her back and started to remove her own panties, but Rick stopped her.

"Let me."

She nodded her head, pulled her panties back up to her hips, and watched Rick as he basically stripped for her. He looked so serious as he pulled his pants down. She knew he was enjoying himself, but she wanted him to be able to express that. She giggled at him, covering her mouth with her hand.

"What?" He asked with his boxers and jeans halfway down his legs.

"Bow chicka-wow wow," she sung at him, collapsing into a fit of laughter.

He finished pulling his clothes off and stood and gave her a 'strong man' pose which looked hilarious considering how wiry he was. Arms bent showing off his muscles and thighs tight and apart, one in front of the other, trying to look so serious, but soon enough, he joined her in his own fit of laughter.

"Hey you. I don't appreciate all of this laughter I'm hearin'," he said as he got back down on the blanket with the top half of his body draped over hers.

"I'm gonna _give_ you somethin' to laugh about Ms. Michonne..."

She knew what he was going to do, but it was too late to do shit about it. Rick attacked her ribs with his fingertips, tickling her until she was begging him for mercy.

"OK baby! I'm sorry! I'm sorry!" She yelled as she laughed.

"What are you sorry about," he asked, but never stopped tickling.

"Laughing!" She choked out.

Rick stopped tickling. "What was that now?"

"I'm sorry for laughing at your beautiful body. You're an adonis!" She said still laughing, even though he'd stopped with the fingers.

"I don't know if I believe you. Prove it!" Rick said, still full of mirth.

Michonne however, was the exact opposite, suddenly. She'd calmed down a bit, but found that she was too turned on to do anything but stare into his beautiful sea blue eyes.

"Take my panties off, Rick, and I will," she said without one hint of the playfulness she was just suffering from.

Wherever her former mirth went, his joined it, right along with those words she'd uttered. Without hesitation, Rick made his way to her feet and reached up to grab her panties.

"You look so fucking sexy in these, I almost don't wanna pull them off. _Almost_..." He said as he slowly slid them down her legs toward himself. When they were off, he put them with the rest of their clothes and looked up at his girlfriend, slowly. Starting at her pretty red toes, to her delicate ankles, up to her shapely calves, and onto her thick, but slightly muscular thighs. And all of that was encased in the most beautiful dark skin he'd ever laid eyes on. He could never get enough of touching her skin. It was always so soft, and she always smelled so fucking good. Tonight was no exception. He ran his hands up her legs, opening them with her help, when he got to her knees. That special place where her legs met was so wet, the tops of her thighs were glistening in the light of the dusk.

He'd touched her slit through her panties tonight, but now he was looking at it. It was stunning. The wetness that coated her thighs was also covering her pussy, and though he'd never done it before, he had to kiss her there.

"Can I taste you?"

Michonne nodded her head, nervous at what they were doing, but so ready. She bent her knees more and opened herself to her boyfriend by laying her legs to each side of her body. When she did that, Rick noticed that the lips of her cunt opened slightly, letting her clit peek out between them.

He lowered his mouth to her wet opening and used his fore, and his middle finger to open her up further. She smelled like sex and what he thought was peaches, but he couldn't waste time trying to figure it out. He softly licked at her slit, trying his best to get all the juices it was currently leaking out. He knew the clit was something special, so he'd wait to attack that. Right now, he just wanted to eat her pussy until she begged him to fuck her. Little did he know, she was practically at that point already.

Michonne grabbed two handfuls of Rick's hair, trying not to hurt him, but making sure he couldn't get away, and started fucking his face.

"Oh god Rick," she hissed, not caring if everyone in Georgia could hear her right then. She could feel her body warming up significantly from her core and her hips started to rise and fall at a quicker pace.

"Please baby, please," she groaned. She had no idea what she was asking him for, but fortunately, Rick had a pretty good idea.

He moved his mouth up to her engorged clit and hungrily sucked it between his soft lips.

Michonne came undone.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck, Rick, fuck," she yelled as she came on his tongue. And he licked up every drop of her.

"I need you so bad," Rick groaned into her ear once he moved back up her body. His cock was so hard that it hurt. "I need you."

Michonne opened her legs further apart and reached between her and Rick's body to grab at his dick. She was very intimidated by his size, but she knew Rick wouldn't hurt her, beyond the inevitable pain of getting one's cherry popped.

Rick looked down to see Michonne's hand wrapped around his cock and watched as she moved it to her entrance. He gave a very little push which placed his dripping tip, right at her slick hole. He didn't move any further. He looked into her eyes, silently begging her to let him move into her. She nodded her head and he kissed her lips while he pushed his cock into her a little more. When she started whimpering, he stopped. "You want me to stop babe,=?" he asked, praying to God and little baby Jesus that she didn't.

"No, baby, just let me get used to you first."

Rick kissed her nose, her forehead, and her lips, telling her he loved her between each kiss. He could wait. He'd wait for Michonne forever. She finally started moving her hips slightly, letting him know she was okay. He gently started to move in and out of her, listening for any indication that she was in pain. She was so tight around him, it felt like his dick was inside a velvet vice. He concentrated on Michonne and how she felt though, because he knew if he kept thinking about how good her pussy felt, even though he wasn't even all the way in yet, he was gonna come. He got in a little further and finally came up against her barrier.

"You okay, precious?" He asked, still rocking gently in and out of her, pushing at her hymen.

"Yeah babe, I'm okay."

"I don't want to hurt you sweetie...but I think this will go better if I just 'do it', alright?"

Michonne was scared to death, but she wanted him so badly. She nodded her head and looked him in the eyes. He could tell she was frightened.

"It'll be okay baby. This is my first time, too. It'll hurt for a little while, but not forever," Rick told her softly, really, desperately needing her.

"I know My One. Do it," she said with more conviction than she actually felt.

Rick grabbed her by the sides of her face and kissed her. "I love you," he said, right before he pushed with a lot more force and burst through Michonne's cherry, bottoming out inside her.

She yelped in surprise and felt a little bit of pain, but it wasn't bad as she thought it would be. What was more uncomfortable was how much she had to stretch to accommodate Rick's dick.

"You okay?" He asked, breathless with pleasure, still looking in her eyes for the slightest sign that something wasn't right.

"I'm good Rick, and I love you too."

She started to move her hips, again to let him know it was alright for him to move. He did. Soon the two of them managed to find their rhythm, him pushing into her at the same time as she rolled her hips up to meet him.

"Michonne..._god_," Rick moaned into her neck. "You feel so good."

"You too baby," Michonne said barely able to catch her breath. "Please Rick, you can fuck me harder. I won't break," she said into his neck before she started sucking at it.

"I know you won't baby, but I might," he said. With the feeling of her sucking his neck and his cock buried in her, he knew he was telling the truth.

"You won't break," she said as she stopped sucking at his neck and pulled his face down so he could look at her again. "I won't let you. I promise." She smiled at him and he smiled back, but he had to close his eyes as he did what she asked.

He lay his body on hers so that he could grind himself into her clit while he fucked her. He grabbed her ass with both hands and tilted her body up slightly so he could go deeper and harder, just like she wanted.

Michonne was coming undone again. Rick was manipulating her clit with the shaft of his cock and his pubic bone. The harder he fucked her, the wetter she got. It was non-stop and soon Michonne was calling out to him. "Rick, oh god Rick! I'm gonna come, baby! I'm gonna come!"

" Come for me, precious," he whispered roughly in her ear.

He felt her pussy tighten up and she moaned into his shoulder as her whole body shook with the power of her orgasm. She lost her rhythm, but that was okay. She was wallowing in orgasmic bliss.

Even though he was pretty sure she did, he asked anyway. "Did you...?"

She looked at him through slitted eyes, smiling, and nodded her head. "_Oh yeah_. Your turn."

That was all he needed to hear. He burrowed his face into her neck and growled as he drilled his cock into her. He was so close. When she rolled her hips to meet his powerful thrusts, tightened her pussy around him, and whispered to him, "Fuck me Rick, fuck me," he couldn't hold back any longer. He exploded into her, over and over again.

"Fuck baby, fuck! You feel so good," he yelled as he came.

When he finally finished, he looked up at her. "God, I love you."

"I love you too," she said and offered her lips to him for a kiss.

Darkness had fallen on them, but the single light pole installed by the city made it so they could still see each other. He was smiling at her. She loved his smile almost as much as she loved his eyes. He gave her another kiss and gently pulled himself out of her. She hissed at the soreness she was feeling.

"You okay precious?" He asked her.

"Yes, baby, I'm okay. I don't know how on Earth I'm gonna get cleaned up before I have to go home though," she said laughing and running her hands through his hair.

"Oh, that's easy," he said as he pulled himself to his feet. "Come on," he said offering his hand to help her up.

She took it and stood, feeling like a different person than she was an hour ago. "Where are we going?"

"To the pond," he said pulling her along.

She laughed and bolted toward the water, leaving him behind. He ran after her. They both got to the water at the same time and jumped in. Her hair got wet, but she didn't even care. She was so happy to be there with him. The pond was small and not really that deep, coming right to the bottom of her breasts and a bit lower on his torso. He grabbed her and kissed her hard, wrapping his arms around her waist, moving his hands down to grip her ass, while she wrapped her arms around his neck. The kiss was so heated that neither of them really noticed the coldness of the water. They splashed around a few more minutes before Michonne started to shake. Rick noticed immediately.

"Come on, let's get back to the blanket," he said leading her out of the pond and back to their spot.

They sat down on the blanket with MIchonne sitting in front of him between his legs. He pulled the blanket around them and rubbed it up and down her arms.

"Better?"

"Yeah, thanks Rick."

He continued to dry the parts of her body he could reach until he couldn't anymore and stood them both up. He stepped out of the blanket and let her finish while he pulled his boxers and jeans back on. When she finished, he brought her panties, kneeled in front of her and held them out so that she could step into them. He pulled them up, but before he covered her sex, he gave it a loud smacking kiss.

"You're so silly," she said smiling down at him.

"Only for you," he told her as he grabbed her dress. He held that out too so that she could step into it and pulled it up her body. Before he covered her tits, he gave each one a quick gentle suck as she moaned. When he was done, he turned her around and zipped her up. He went and grabbed their shoes, placing hers inside his. He turned to her and lifted her up so that he could carry her to his truck so she wouldn't have to walk with no shoes on. She wrapped her legs around his waist, her arms around his neck and kissed his face for the entire time he walked them over to his vehicle. He opened the door and settled her into her side of his truck.

"I love you so much Rick," she said to him.

"I love you too precious." He gave her a kiss on the nose before she turned to sit in the seat properly.

"I'm going to get our stuff. I'll be right back."

"Put your shirt on babe, it's cold out here," she told him.

Michonne watched as he made his way back to their spot, finding his shirt first and putting it on. He gathered their food and blanket and made his way back to his love. When he got in the truck he saw that she was smelling her slightly wilted flowers.

"I told you we shoulda put them in some water before we left."

"It's okay. I'll put them in some water at home and drop an aspirin in there. They'll be good as new."

As they drove back home, Rick wanted her to get close to him again but she was busy brushing her slightly wet and tangled hair back into a ponytail. When she was done, she pulled a small bottle of lotion out and began to apply it to her arms, legs and face.

"That's smells good. What is it?"

"Mango and Shea butter. Gotta keep this skin supple," she joked.

"You have the most beautiful skin I've ever seen. Is that what makes it that way?"

"Well, this helps, but it's the melanin that makes it beautiful," she said, smiling at him.

He smiled back, not having any idea what melanin was, but as soon as he got home he was gonna look it up to find out.

"You done over there," Rick asked as she began to put her things back in her purse.

"Yeah, why?" She asked.

"Come closer to me My Own," he said patting the seat next to him.

She moved into his side and he wrapped his hand around her, grabbing her hip and pulling her even closer.

"I like that you know," Michonne said.

"What do you like My Own?"

"_That._ I like that you call me My Own. You're My One."

"I know. You're mine and I'm yours, and that is how it's always gonna be," Rick said as he kissed her on the forehead.

* * *

><p>Michonne sighed as Rick continued to rub her back.<p>

"What happened to that boy that loved me so much?" she asked him softly, still not looking his way.

Rick stopped rubbing her back and lay down behind her, being careful of her wounded leg. He wrapped his arm around her and was surprised and pleased when Michonne grabbed his hand and pulled him closer.

"He's right here, precious. Still in love with you," he said as he kissed her hair.
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Chapter 5

I Love U, But I Don't Trust You Anymore

Carl woke up with the sun, and he didn't like it. He usually slept until he was literally forced out of bed by his dad. This time, his eyes popped open on their own. He looked around and noticed that his baby sister Judith was asleep in her 'crib' (which was really just a letter carrying box) next to his cot. Since she was here with him, then he knew his father was not in his own cell. The last time he'd seen his dad, he was going to see Michonne. So, either his dad stayed there all night, or he'd gotten up early and went back to the infirmary to be with her again this morning. Either way, Carl knew where his dad was right now.

Judith woke up right as he finished dressing for the day, so he picked her up and took her to their dad's cell so he could find her a fresh diaper and get her out of her pajamas. Judith lay still while Carl changed her diaper and put her on some clothes. She was a good baby that way, Carl thought as he smiled down at her. It suddenly occurred to him though, as he did things for his little sister that his mother had been able to do for him, that Jude didn't have a mother, and she would never even know who their mother was, and he stopped smiling.

"I'm so sorry Jude," he said sadly as he picked her up and held her close.

He needed his dad. Carl made his way to the infirmary with his little sister. He found his father asleep, wrapped around Michonne like he was afraid she was gonna fly away. He hated to bother them. His dad looked so peaceful, fast asleep with his arms folded around her. He hadn't seen him look that way since even before the world ended. But, he needed to talk, and Judith needed to eat.

"Dad," Carl whispered. Nothing.

"Dad?" he whispered again, a little louder this time.

He watched as his dad moved closer to Michonne and squeezed her a little tighter, burying his face in her hair. Carl couldn't help but smile, because his dad still hadn't woken up. Usually, all it would take was a grunt from him or Jude and their dad would be up on his feet out of a dead sleep, his hand cannon cocked, and ready to shoot. Carl moved closer, reaching over to lightly shake his dad's shoulder, and whispered his name again. That worked. Rick's eyes popped open suddenly.

"Dad," he whispered again.

Rick turned his head toward his son and saw that he had his little sister with him.

"Carl? Is everything okay?" he asked quietly.

"Yeah, I just...I needed to talk to you about something," Carl muttered, still hating to bother his father's peaceful-looking sleep.

Rick looked over at Michonne, who was also waking up slowly. He pulled his hand from hers, rubbed her shoulder, and sat up facing Carl to find out what was bothering his boy.

Michonne turned over and found the entire Grimes family gathered at her bed.

"What's wrong?" she asked looking over at Carl. "Are you okay?" She sat up too. Then she realized what she was doing. "I'm sorry. I'm being nosy," she said shaking her head.

"That's alright," Carl assured her. "You already kinda know what's going on anyway."

"What's wrong Carl?" Rick asked again.

Carl looked at his dad sadly. "Dad, Judith doesn't...she..."

"What about Judith, son?" Rick asked, looking over at her while she snuggled against her big brother. "What's the matter?"

"Judith doesn't have a mother! It's not fair! I had Mom, but Judith is _never_ gonna have that and...I know I'm not _totally_ responsible, but…"

"You're not responsible _at all_ Carl," Rick said.

Rick stood up and pulled Judith out of Carl's arms. The poor kid looked like he was about to collapse with grief. Rick looked around, but couldn't find a place to put Judith down safely while he dealt with his son, so, he handed her to Michonne.

"Can you hold her for a minute?" he asked, not even waiting for an answer before placing Judith in Michonne's hands.

"Wait, wait, no I can't," she protested weakly.

But Judith was already in her hands and Rick was already turned away from her, bending over to talk to Carl 'eye to eye'.

At first, Michonne couldn't even look at the baby. This little bitty defenseless person that, thanks to _her_ daddy, managed to survive through all of this madness, when her own little boy… . She shut that thought down so hard and so fast, she could almost hear a jarring banging sound in her head, but she didn't shut it down quick enough. Her tears started flowing, again. The longer she held Judith though, Michonne found that she had to look at her. When she finally did, Michonne melted. She slowly pulled Judith closer to her and wrapped her in her arms. Michonne's tears flowed harder and her lips trembled as she gently rubbed Judith's little back. Judith in turn, pulled on one of Michonne's loc's curiously. The same way Andre used to. Michonne could hear the whispers between father and son a couple of feet away, but she couldn't make out what they were saying. She was too busy falling in love again, the same way everyone else did when they had Judith in their arms. She wiped at her tears and smiled down at Judith, who smiled back happily.

"Hey little girl," she whispered shakingly.

Rick turned to his girls, smiling when he heard Michonne speaking so sweetly to his baby. But, his smile disappeared when he got a look at the anguish on Michonne's face. He started toward her, but Carl gently grabbed his elbow to stop him. Rick looked back at Carl to ask why but Carl just shook his head and mouthed the word, "_Wait."_

Looking even more confused, Rick looked back at Michonne and Judith. Michonne was still crying a little, but it looked like her tears were starting to dry up and she had a small smile on her face. She let Judith stand on her healthy thigh and Michonne and Judith looked at each other. Judith's little hands were moving all over Michonne's face. Michonne wiped an errant tear and Judith copied her actions, wiping at Michonne's cheeks. Then she touched Michonne's forehead, her nose, her chin, finally settling on Michonne's lips and pulled at them gently.

Michonne smiled harder at Judith and asked her, "Aren't you a curious little thing? Say lips. Lips. Can you say that?"

Carl finally let go of Rick's arm and they both approached the bed.

"She can't talk yet," Carl said as he rubbed Judith's back.

"How old is she?" Michonne asked.

"She's eight months," Rick answered.

"Well then, she can talk. It's just that no one has taught her how yet. Andre started talking when -" Michonne stopped talking and got a pained look on her face.

"Who's Andre," Rick asked gingerly, praying he wasn't who he thought he might be, considering Michonne had shown up at the prison gates alone. He didn't even want to think about who he might have been and what might have happened to him, but he needed to know.

"Michonne? Baby, who's Andre?" he asked as gently as he could.

She shook her head hard, sending her locs swaying back and forth. She gave Judith back to Carl. When she did, Carl caught Michonne's eye and whispered to her, "It's okay Michonne. You can trust him with it." Knowing his dad's state of mind of late, he hoped his dad didn't let him down. Carl smiled at her, and she returned it, but to Rick, it was one of the saddest smiles he'd ever seen.

"Andre was my son," she said softly, looking up at Rick.

Upon hearing what he'd hoped he wouldn't, Rick gasped and his face broke with sadness. Michonne had to look away from him to continue.

"He died because I trusted someone I shouldn't have." Her tears were back. "And because of _**that**_, I ended up having to destroy the thing that had once been my sweet little boy,"

Michonne buried her face in her hands and cried loudly. Rick walked over to her bed, sat down, and pulled Michonne into his chest.

"My god precious," he whispered. "I'm so sorry," he said as he slowly rocked her in his arms.

Maggie and Sasha picked that moment to come into the infirmary, laughing and giggling about something. They quickly sobered up when they saw the scene before them.

"Is everything okay?" Sasha asked concerned. She knew that of course, it wasn't. Michonne was crying so hard, it was as if something had died inside of her.

Rick looked over at the new comers. "No, it's not, but it will be," he said.

He looked down at Michonne and wiped her tears. "It'll be okay baby, I promise," he whispered to her. "Maggie, can you take Judith and get her something to eat please?"

"Sure Rick," she answered sadly, gently lifting Judith out of Carl's arms.

With Judith secured in her arms, Maggie turned back to look at Sasha. She found that her own look of confusion at the scene playing out before them was identical to her friend's. Maggie was itching to ask what the deal was, but listening to Michonne's sniffles and Rick's soft words of, what she could only describe as love, she decided that it probably wasn't the right time for her curiosity.

"Carl, you go on with her. Go get something to eat," Rick said to his son.

"Okay, but what about you and Michonne?"

Hearing Rick give Carl those instructions, Sasha jumped at the chance to get out of there in order to talk with Maggie about the scene they'd walked in on. She thought about taking a run at Carl too, just to see if he had any information to offer, but she knew that was going to be easier said than done. Carl was his dad's vault and no amount of prying would get any good gossip from him, unless he wanted to give it up.

"I'll go and get you guys something," Sasha said.

"Thanks Sasha," Rick said. He looked down at Michonne and rubbed her face. She was winding down, again.

Michonne lifted her head from Rick's wet chest and pulled herself out of his arms. She looked over at Carl.

"Wait buddy," she said sadly. "I know you wanted to talk to your dad about how you were feeling. I'm sorry that I kind of freaked out on you guys. Rick, you can go on with Carl. I'll be alright."

Rick was about to protest, but Carl piped up.

"Oh, that's okay Michonne. I'm not worried about that anymore," he said.

Rick looked at his son and could almost see Carl's wheels turning.

"Carl," Rick said a bit sternly.

But, the little scamp was already heading out the door and called back, "I'm going to get something to eeeaaat!" And just like that, Carl Grimes was gone.

Neither Sasha, nor Maggie had any idea what had just happened, but they both knew when it was time to vacate the premises.

"I'll be back in a bit with your breakfast," Sasha said to the pair. Then, she, Maggie and Judith kicked rocks.

Finally, Rick and Michonne were alone. Rick had no idea what to say, so for a while, he said nothing. There was silence, but it was very far from the comfortable one's of the old days. So much shit had happened in the last couple of days and Rick's mind was reeling. Fortunately it wasn't because of craziness, this time. Rick looked up at Michonne and was surprised to find her already looking back at him. He couldn't gauge her face though. It was a blank slate. Rick reached up to rub her face and she flinched, moving out of his reach.

"_Well, what did you expect? That she'd forgive your shit after being with her for just one night?"_

Rick said to himself. He lowered his head, and looked at his lap.

Suddenly, Carl came back. Rick looked over at his son wondering what he was doing back in there.

"I know you haven't finished breakfast already young'n," Rick said to his son.

Michonne inhaled sharply. He used to call _her_ brother Carl that.

"I'm not really hungry. I thought I was until I _saw_ the oatmeal."

"You'd better eat it while we have it son," Rick said to his suddenly picky boy.

Carl ignored his father for a minute and went to stand next to the bed Rick and Michonne were sitting on.

"Are you okay Michonne?" Carl asked her guiltily.

"Yeah, I'm okay, or, I will be. You must think I'm the biggest crybaby you've ever met," Michonne said lightly, trying to make Carl feel better. He looked so sad.

"Michonne," Rick said. "I'm sorry about your son."

"Why are _you_ sorry? Did you kill him?" she snapped.

Rick was surprised by the venom she spat at him and moved back a little, away from her.

"No, of course not My Own," he said gently, trying again. "But, I'm still sorry. I can't imagine what I would do if I lost Carl or Judith."

"Yeah, and aren't _**you**_ the lucky one," she said angrily.

Rick ran his hand through his hair tiredly. "Michonne please," he practically begged, wanting her to understand. "I just want you to know that I'm here for you," he said, reaching for her hand.

Michonne pulled it back. "I don't need you to be there for me Rick. I've been doing just fine without you," she practically snarled at him.

"_**Now, that's a goddamn lie and you know it!"**_ Mike yelled from the back of her mind. Michonne grimaced.

Rick stood from the bed, preparing to leave Michonne alone. Carl watched his father with wide eyes and started to panic.

"We'll be right back Michonne," Carl said as he grabbed his dad by the arm and pulled him to just outside the infirmary entrance.

"Dad, what are you doing?" Carl asked quietly, but harshly. "Are you leaving her?"

"She doesn't want me here Carl. I think I should leave her be for a while," Rick said.

Carl shook his head to let his dad know he didn't agree. "Can't you see what she's doing," he asked as quietly as he could, even though he wanted to scream to the top of his lungs.

"Yeah," Rick said. "She's pushin' me away."

"You're right. She _is_ pushin' you away. But, Dad, you can't keep walkin' away from her every time you get uncomfortable and expect her to forgive you. 'Specially after the last time," Carl said.

"I know that Carl, but what am I supposed to do if she doesn't want me?" Rick asked.

He couldn't believe he was having this conversation with his twelve years old son, but Carl was wise beyond his years, and he always had been. Plus, he was all Rick had.

"Dad, when I walked in there this mornin', you two were asleep, but you were clingin' to each other. When she forgets she's mad at you, she looks at you like, I don't know. She looks at you, the same way you look at her, I guess. You two look at each other like you don't _want_ to see anything or anyone else. Now, I know you're looking at _her_ that way because you love her so much. What does it say that she looks at _you_ the exact same way?" Carl asked his father.

Rick looked at his son with love and wonder. "How in the fuck did you get so smart? You sure as hell didn't get it from me," Rick said.

"Dad, you _are_ smart. You're one of the smartest people I know, and I'm not just sayin' that because you're my dad. If it wasn't for you, there is no tellin' where we'd all be right now. You hit a bad patch when Mom died, but you pulled back from leadin' because that's what you needed, what we both needed. It was the right thing to do."

"Oh really? You sure didn't think so when we were pullin' weeds," Rick said, laughing at his son's change of heart.

"Well no, but I still understood why you did it, no matter how much I hated it. It's like you know exactly what to do when stuff gets hard, but when it comes to Michonne, you're suddenly..I don't know...you're all confused. And scared to death."

"I am, son. I am...If I fuck up like I did before, she'll leave me and I'll never see her again. I won't be able to handle that, Carl. Not again."

Carl wanted to tell his father, "well then don't fuck up", but he knew it was going to take a little more.

"Dad, when you left her the first time, what were you thinking? I mean, what was on your mind when you broke up with her?"

It was the moment that changed the course of his very existence, so without hesitation, Rick answered.

"I was thinkin' that I was making the biggest mistake of my life."

"And, was it, the biggest mistake of your life?"

"God yes."

"There, you see? You know what to do Dad. You know what's right, you do. You just need to..I dunno, stop second guessing yourself when it comes to her. Just, be brave, like you are with those walkers and anyone who messes with us. You _have_ to be brave. For Michonne. Just like you are with us."

"I know son. When I was breakin' up with her, I was screaming in my head "this is wrong!", but I just kept talking. I kept hurtin' her. I was so fuckin' stupid," Rick said looking at his feet, ashamed to admit that in front of his only son.

"Well, what are you gonna do now?" Carl asked, hoping he got through to his father.

Rick looked up and saw Sasha coming back with his and Michonne's breakfast.

"I'm gonna fix it." He uttered resolutely, inspired by his son's words.

As Sasha approached, he took the tray of food from her.

"I'll take care of her," he said.

"You sure? I can help you," Sasha said, giving him a knowing look. "_Oh, to be a fly on the wall of the infirmary for the next hour or so"_, she thought to herself.

"Yeah, I got it," Rick said.

"Okay, well, her pills are on the desk. It's the Amoxicillin. Make sure she takes one right after she eats," Sasha said smiling at Rick.

"Got it," he said. "And, you go eat Carl, you here me?"

"Yes sir," Carl said happily.

Carl and Sasha left Rick alone. He took a deep breath and went back in the infirmary to feed Michonne.

While Carl was talking some sense into his father, "Mike" was doing the same thing to Michonne.

"Didn't I ask you to shut the fuck up yesterday? Why can't you just leave me alone?" Michonne asked her dead ex boyfriend.

"_**Well, I think we BOTH know the answer to that question, but I'm not here to discuss that right now,"**_ Mike said.

"What do you want with me?" Michonne asked tiredly.

"'_**Chonne, anyone with eyes can see how you really feel about that man, but for some reason you are choosing to wallow in old dried up pain. You need to let that shit go."**_

"Let it go? Are you crazy? He hurt me! Worse than…"

"_**Anyone had ever hurt you before. I know. I know that Michonne. It's hard to forgive something like that, but when you don't, that pain and anger turns into poison. That poison is filling you up and it's killing you inside. That's no way to live. And, I know it's especially hard for you because you still love him."**_

"I don't love him!"

"_**Girl, stop. Just stop. This is ME you're talking to. You DO love him and you know it. It's **__**okay**_ _**that you still do though. Instead of denying your truth, embrace that shit. You've got the weight of a pain you've held onto for over seventeen years shrouding you. And the one person that can help relieve you of all that weight on your poor shoulders is right outside that door." **_

"Right outside that door is the person that caused all of my pain Mike. The reason I'm suffering."

"_**Oh, no doubt. But, he's also gonna be the one to help save you from it, if you would just let him. I mean, look at what's happened. He left you, I know. But, then the world ends, taking over 95% of the Earth's population with it. Practically everyone on Earth is dead girl. And, right when you are about to join them, who comes and saves you. Rick Mother-Fucking Grimes. The love of your life is still alive amongst all this death and you literally fall right into his arms. Of all the fucking people on Earth Michonne, it's him. The only man you've ever loved (apparently). Are you gonna piss away a spectacular miracle like that because you can't find it in your heart to forgive him for something he did a long ass time ago?"**_

"It's not that easy Mike," Michonne whispered.

"_**Who the hell said anything about this shit being easy? This right here is gon' be hard as hell, but anything worth having, worth saving, always is. You believe he loves you?"**_

"Yes," she whispered, not even hesitating to answer the question.

"_**And you love him 'Chonne. Don't lose this. It's hard enough to find decent people among the ones that are still living as it is. Don't push away the one person that you KNOW genuinely loves you."**_

Michonne waited, but she had the feeling Mike was gone for now. She thought about what he said. If she was gonna be honest with herself though, it was actually what _she_ said. She knew "Mike"' was just her mind's way of helping her to work things out for herself. She still loved Rick. There was no point in denying it anymore, but it scared her to death. She didn't want to be hurt again, and _he_ could do it. There was no doubt about that. Rick Grimes had the capability to break her. He'd done it before.

"_**He was a kid Michonne,"**_ Mike said from seemingly very far away.

"So was I," she answered herself quietly.

"What were you...?," Rick asked as he walked back into the infirmary.

"Nothing!" she snapped instantly. And, instantly regretted it.

"I'm, I'm sorry Rick," she said quietly after a beat.

Rick looked at her, wondering if he'd heard her right. "You don't have to apologize to me. I understand," he said, placing the tray on the table next to Michonne's bed.

"I know," she said. "But, I'm still sorry...for being so mean to you," she said quietly.

"It's okay My Own. I deserve a lot worse from you. I can handle a little meanness," he said smiling, realizing that he absolutely meant that.

"Can I tell you something?" Michonne asked him. She was so scared, her heart felt like it was gonna beat right out of her chest. She was taking a step here. One she wasn't sure she _should_ even be taking, but one she was sure he _had_ to take.

"You can tell me anything," he said.

Michonne patted the bed, indicating that he should sit down. When he did, she took a deep breath and looked him in his eyes. "_God, they're beautiful,"_ she thought to herself.

"The last day we saw each other, the day you...broke up with me, I could see it was killing you to do it. I could tell it was not what you wanted...that you still loved me so much and that what you were doing was hurting you _almost_ as much as it hurt me."

Rick opened his mouth to say something, but she stopped him by gently placing her hand on his lips. "Let me finish," she said softly, removing her hand, to his dismay.

"I knew all of those things while I listened to you tell me that you didn't think we were a good fit. When you said that, I could tell you didn't believe that one bit, but I was so hurt by what you were saying, and so confused about why you were saying those things to me, that I let you walk away without even trying to stop you. For a while, I felt like if I would have just stopped you from walking away, I could have fixed whatever you thought was broken between us. I blamed myself. I didn't try hard enough to fight for what we had. I should've tried to save you from whatever you were going through that forced you to look me in my face and tell me that you and I couldn't be together anymore."

Michonne thought that her tear ducts would be out of tears by now, but apparently, she had a fresh new supply. And it looked like Rick's were working overtime now as well. She wiped the tears from his face.

"Michonne, please," Rick said sadly, melting into her touch. "You are not to blame for what happened to us. I am. Me and my weakness," he whispered, more ashamed of himself than he'd ever been listening to his Michonne blame herself for something he was responsible for.

She continued as if he'd not said a word, needing to get this out.

"Even though I could see that you were drowning, and that you needed me, I didn't try. I heard what you were saying to me, but deep down, I knew what you needed was for me to help you. But, I was too hurt. Too disappointed...so I let you drown. I let us down," she said wiping the tears from her face and looking him in the eye. "And for that, I'm sorry."

Michonne took a deep breath, and continued.

"Don't get it twisted though. I'm not going to take all of the blame, but I _will_ own my part in it. I don't know why you did it, but I do realize you don't deserve all of the blame."

Michonne scoffed and took another deep breath.

"Wow… That was harder than I thought it'd be," she said, with a small smile on her lips.

Rick was floored. He couldn't believe it. His heart, as it often did in her presence, skipped a beat.

"My Own, I...I don't know what to say. I...I," he stammered like an idiot.

And, then Michonne gave him a full smile. One that wasn't laced with hatred or contempt.

Rick moved closer to her and put his arms around her. When she returned his hug, wrapping her arms around his neck, he felt alive again, finally.

"I hadn't realized that I'd been in the dark for the past seventeen years Michonne, until now. You've given me my light back. _You're_ my fucking light, precious, and I love you," Rick said as he buried his face in her neck. "I love you," he said again, needing her to believe it.

"I know. I love you too," Michonne said quietly.

Rick lifted his head up quickly and looked at Michonne, praying he'd heard her right. "You still love me?" he asked her softly.

"Of course I do silly," she said. She hoped he was ready for this next part, but she had to tell him. "But, I don't trust you."

Rick's face broke at her words, but he didn't take his arms from around her waist. He couldn't let her go. She didn't let him go either.

"No, I don't trust that you won't hurt me again. That scares the shit out of me, but, we're gonna work on that."

Rick was nodding his head enthusiastically, just happy that she was even willing to give him another chance.

"Anything, My Own. I'll do anything."

Michonne looked at him and could see the sincerity in his eyes. Feeling a bit more confident than she did a few seconds ago, she decided to go for broke.

"I want...I want 'us' again Rick. After everything that's happened to the whole entire world, you and I have managed to be sitting here, together, and I can hardly believe it."

"Being with you Michonne, was one of the happiest times of my life. We can be happy again baby. I know we can."

"You're gonna have to earn my trust again Rick," she said seriously. "And I'm gonna have to feel confident enough in us both to let you have my heart again," she said. "I'll apologize now for how difficult this is gonna be for you, baby," she said in her low, smooth voice, a small smirk on her lips despite the seriousness in her eyes. "Just...don't, don't give up on me, on us. Not like I did," she said quietly.

He didn't drop his eyes as she spoke to him and she was proud of him. "_He's going to try,"_ she thought to herself.

"Michonne, when I say I'll do anything, I _mean_ anything.

"What happened to make you leave me like that?"

Michonne thought she knew the gist of what happened. She figured that much out when Rick mentioned his father, but she needed the whole story. After hearing her question, she noticed that Rick looked distressed. Whatever it was, it had hurt him, deeply.

"It was…" he started.

"Not yet," Michonne said letting him off the hook, _for now_.

This was going to be another serious conversation and she didn't know if she was ready to sit through it yet, even though she asked him for it. They'd both been crying and _sharing _for almost an hour. They needed a break.

"First, I have to go to the bathroom and get cleaned up. Do you guys have any toothpaste?" she asked.

"Yeah, we do," he said chuckling.

"Good. I need to brush my teeth! I have to pee, and," Michonne said lifting up her arm and sniffing, "I don't smell very good. I'm starving and need some pants. My buddy said he'd get me some, but I guess he forgot after everything that happened."

Rick was looking at Michonne, marveling at how animated she'd suddenly become. She was always that way though. Whenever they used to argue, which was very rare, or if he was feeling down about something, usually something to do with his father, she was always able to lift him up.

"_Wait a minute,"_ he thought, feeling his jealousy rise. "_Buddy!?"_

"Your buddy?" Rick asked her frowning. "Who…"

"Carl," Michonne said shaking her head and giggling a little, seeing right through him. Same old Rick..

"Oh," Rick said embarrassed. "Sorry."

"That's okay, silly," she said smiling at him.

Even when they were teenagers, Rick always had a serious jealous streak when it came to her.

"Do you remember Eric Jones?" she asked him.

"Oh my God," Rick said palming his forehead. "I apologized to Eric for an entire year before he forgave me. Geez."

"Well, you should have. You knocked that boy's front tooth out for whispering in my ear," Michonne said smiling at the memory.

"I didn't know what he was sayin'! How was I supposed to know he only needed help on that stupid Lit paper?" Rick said smiling sheepishly.

"Maybe asking him?" She quipped coolly.

"All I saw was him whispering in your ear, and you standing there, grinning like a cheshire cat. I admit it, I kinda lost it."

"Kinda," Michonne said mocking Rick's southern accent. "You hit him so hard, I thought you'd broken your hand!"

They both laughed. When they got it together, Michonne just looked at him.

"What...?" he asked, not being able to tear his eyes away from her smile. He was so happy to see it again.

"When you did that, I was mortified."

"I kinda figured that," he said. "You didn't stay mortified for long though, did you?" he asked, thinking about that day, and not being able to stop the huge smile that lit up his beautiful face.

"Oh yeah," she said, remembering.

Michonne covered her face with her hands, thankfully this time, she wasn't crying.

* * *

><p>"Rick! My God! Are you crazy?" Michonne yelled at her boyfriend.<p>

"Hell yeah." Rick growled, not even flinching at her raised voice."What the fuck was he sayin' to you?" Rick yelled right back, pointing at poor Eric on the ground with blood pouring out of his mouth.

"He wanted help with his essay, you nutcase!" she hissed at him.

"What?" Rick asked, quietly this time.

"He just needed some help Rick," she said shaking her head.

Speaking of help, Michonne looked at the crowd of kids that were gathering in the hallway of their high school to find out who'd pissed off Rick Grimes _this_ time.

"Can someone go get the school nurse?" she asked no one in particular.

.

"Laila went. Y'all better get the hell out of here," someone answered.

Michonne didn't know who said it, and she didn't care. She grabbed Rick's hand, intending to pull him away from the crowd, but he hissed when she touched him.

"Shit baby, are you okay?" Michonne asked, her concern switching from poor Eric to her boyfriend at the speed of lightening.

"Yeah, I'm okay," Rick said, much calmer. "I'm sorry I yelled at you," he said as he moved closer to Michonne.

"Come on, let's get out of here," she said as she led him out of the school building and onto the student parking lot.

The kids in the crowd were all looking at each other. Finally, someone said it.

"Man, Rick is fucking nuts! You can't even _look_ at her without him losing it."

"Aww, I think it's kind of sweet," some girl chirped.

"Sweet?! Bitch, Eric's tooth is rolling around under the lockers!"

"Yeaaahh. He ain't never gonna get that back," someone else said.

They all started laughing, until the school nurse came...with the assistant principal.

"What is going on here?" Mr. Hess barked at the crowd.

No one said anything.

"Oh, OK, so out of everyone standing here, no one knows anything?"

Someone in the crowd said, "Nope!"

Mr. Hess looked at them and knew, no one was gonna talk. "Alright, alright! Go to lunch you bunch of degenerates."

Carl Godwin walked away with the rest of them. He'd been silently glaring at the whole crowd, waiting for someone to snitch. No one did, not even Eric.

When Rick and Michonne got to his truck, she made him stand against it, while she looked at his hand. It was red and looked like it was starting to swell.

"Can you move it baby?" she asked him.

Rick let go of the breath he was holding, waiting for Michonne to yell at him, for yelling at her. She didn't though, and he was relieved. So much so that he just stared at her. She looked up from his hand, wondering why he didn't answer her. When she saw the look on his face, she moved closer to him, leaning her body against his and rubbed her hand through his curly hair.

"It's okay Rick," she said.

He closed his eyes and wrapped his arms around her waist while he lay his head on her shoulder.

"I thought you were mad at me, My Own," he mumbled. He was such a baby.

"Well, I was. But not anymore," she said. And she babied him.

She continued to rub his hair. After a couple of minutes, she moved back a little. She held the sides of his face and lifted his head so that she could look at him.

"You're so crazy," she said smiling at him.

"Only for you," he answered.

"But, you don't have to be baby. You know I love you. You're My One."

Rick nodded his head and kissed her softly, loving her lips. "Mm...My Own,"

"Can you move your hand? You may have broken it."

Rick looked at his hand and moved his fingers. It was a little swollen, but he knew it wasn't broken.

"Naw, it's okay. It hurts a little though," he pouted.

Michonne smiled up at him, took his hand, and kissed his knuckles, one by one.

"You're so silly," she whispered. "Get in the truck baby," she moaned at him.

Her pussy was pulsing in her tight shorts and she needed him. Sure, she was upset when Rick punched that poor boy, but watching him get so jealous and so fucking aggressive always had this effect on her.

Rick knew that tone of voice. His dick twitched and instantly hardened inside his jeans. He opened the door to his truck with his good hand and watched as Michonne climbed in, staring at her ass in awe. He climbed in after her. Once he was seated, Michonne straddled his lap. He immediately grabbed her ass, not caring anymore about his sore hand. She put her arms around his neck and rolled her hips, pushing her pussy against his already rock hard cock. Rick moaned as she grinded into him, helping her out by using his hands on her ass to guide her to where he needed her to be. She kissed him so hard that it took Rick by surprise. She was sucking at his tongue and lips as if this time would be their last. Then she released his mouth and moved down to his neck, licking and sucking at him, all the while smashing herself into him harder and harder. She started unbuttoning his jeans, but his dick was so hard he didn't think she'd be able to get at him. She managed it though, quite easily. She wanted his cock and a mere button and zipper weren't going to keep her from it. He chuckled at her a little. He loved that she wanted him so badly. His merriment ended when he felt the air hit his bare cock. And when Michonne leaned back on the dash of the truck behind her and started undoing her own clothes, and whispered to him, "Hurry baby," he quickly got it together, lifting up to push his pants and boxers down to his ankles. Michonne's panties and shorts were soon on the seat next to them.

As she moved into position, hovering over his cock, Rick ran his fingers between the lips of her sex, sinking two of them into her and rubbing at her clit with his thumb.

"Baby, you're so wet," he said as he moved his fingers in and out of her.

She was so tight, and he always had to prepare her first because by no means was he small. Michonne began to ride his fingers, but it just wasn't enough. She grabbed his cock and stroked it, letting the pre-cum drip onto her fingers as she rubbed it on his shaft.

"I need you Rick. Please," she said to him.

"I'm right here precious," he said as he pulled his fingers from her and licked them clean.

He held himself still so that Michonne could get what she needed. She sat down gingerly because she was still a little intimidated by his size but...mmm...god she was getting used to it. He filled her up perfectly. When her ass rested on his thighs, him seated firmly inside of her, they both hissed.

"Jesus baby," Rick moaned into her neck.

Michonne hugged him close and began to roll her hips, just the way he liked it. Soon, rolling wasn't enough for her. She began to bounce lightly, up and down on his cock.

"Oh god baby, you feel so good inside me," she whispered in Rick's ear.

"Fuck," was the only word he could think of at that moment.

Michonne began to quickly jerk her body up and down, her hips snapping forward every time she came down on him. The sound of his cock moving in and out of her drenched pussy, and the slap, slap, slap of her ass hitting his thighs turned her on even more, causing her to grunt in time with his thrusts. By now, Rick was controlling their pace, using the grip he had on her ass to move her up and down his cock.

"Fuck Michonne, your pussy is so fucking tight," he growled as they moved faster.

"Fuck me baby. Fuck me _hard_," she said into his ear and then sucked his earlobe into her mouth.

That shit drove Rick crazy and Michonne knew it. He loved when she sucked any part of him, his earlobes being his second favorite place. He quickly pulled her off of him and scooted himself closer to the door.

"Lay down," he said firmly.

She smiled and quickly lay on the length of the truck seat.

"Open up for me baby," he said a little softer as he got up onto his knees in the seat, looking around to make sure the parking lot was still empty. Michonne spread her legs as wide as she could, placing one leg across the top of the seat and the other onto the truck dashboard. As soon as she did, he drove his cock into her, bracing one foot on the door behind him and the other on the floor to get good leverage so that he could fuck her hard and fast, exactly the way she needed him to right then.

Rick was plunging in and out of her and his shaft was hitting her clit constantly. Michonne could feel her orgasm coming. She bucked her hips and pussy up at him, using the dashboard and the truck seat as anchors.

"Oh god Rick, I'm gonna come!"

"Come for me baby. Hurry for me," Rick moaned into her ear.

He didn't know how much longer he could last inside her. Soon enough, he felt her pussy tighten around him. She buried her face into his neck and moaned softly as her whole body shook violently. That was it. That was how she came, quietly and hard as hell. Even though he knew this, Rick always had to make sure she was okay.

"Did you come baby," he asked urgently.

"Yes baby, yes," she said quickly, knowing he was on the verge of his own release.

Rick got up on his knees, but he kept fucking her. He knew he was about to come, but he didn't want to pull out of Michonne until the last possible minute. He tightly gripped her inner thighs, very close to where his cock was pounding in and out of her cunt, and looked down to where they were connected. His pistoning cock was coated with her cum. Seeing that sent him over.

"Jesus Fuck!" he yelled as he pulled out.

Michonne quickly lifted herself onto her elbows and they both watched as he came all over her pussy. Michonne almost came again just from watching that. Rick wanted to push back into her so badly, but he knew he couldn't. Not after the little scare they had the month before.

When he was done, finally, Rick turned to the glove compartment and pulled out a paper bag.

"What's that?" Michonne asked as she tried to catch her breath.

Rick had learned his lesson the last time they had fucked in his truck and discovered he had nothing to clean her up with. He pulled a clean hand towel out of the bag.

"This," he said showing her the towel, "and", he reached into the bag again and pulled out four Hershey's Kisses, "these," he said smiling at her.

"Oooh," she said excitedly.

He chuckled and handed them over. "Eat those while I clean you up," he said to her softly.

He wiped his cum off of her with one end of the towel and then with the other end, he wiped at her slit which was still leaking. Her lips looked a little swollen so he wiped gently. He looked at her face to see if she was showing that she felt any pain, but she was busy eating her chocolate. He reached down and got her panties and shorts off the floor, shook them out just in case there was any truck dirt on them, closed her legs gently and put them on for her. She sat up when he was done and to his surprise, gave him her last chocolate.

"Thanks baby," he said after she popped it in his mouth.

"You're welcome My One."

Rick felt a flutter in his stomach every time she called him that. He was hers. He leaned over and kissed her on the cheek and he felt that flutter again when she smiled at him. After he put his own clothes back on, they got out of the truck and headed back into the school hand in hand.

"Hey, you know what?" Michonne asked.

"What?"

"I'm thinking about loc-ing my hair."

Rick looked down at his girlfriend confused. "How do you lock up hair?" he asked.

She looked up at him and giggled, kissing him on the lips and shaking her head all at the same time.

"Not L-O-C-K, L-O-C. Like Bob Marley."

"Oh, okay. Whatever you want precious," Rick said kissing her on the forehead.

* * *

><p>Sasha hurried back to the prison dining area, anxious to corner Maggie so they could gossip until their throats were raw. When she and Carl entered the cafeteria, Sasha spotted Maggie immediately. She was already looking at Sasha, waiting. Carl made a beeline for the kitchen, but Sasha caught him by the shirt.<p>

"Oh no you don't, sir. Come with me for a second."

"My dad told me to eat breakfast though," he said.

He knew what Sasha and Maggie were up to, but he wasn't going to be able to help them.

"Just for a minute," Sasha said, leading Carl over to where Maggie was spoon feeding Judith her oatmeal.

The three of them sat in a little knot, Maggie and Sasha looking at Carl like he had the cure to cancer.

"Spill," Maggie said to Carl, smiling.

"I don't know anything ladies," Carl said, trying not to laugh at the desperation on their faces.

"You may not know it all, but you know something. Who is Michonne? Were they together before? How long have they known each other? Come on man, give us something!" Sasha said excitedly.

Carl shook his head, and rubbed his face tiredly, looking like a miniature Rick at that moment, and chuckled.

"All I know is they were highschool sweethearts," he said, hoping that was enough because that was all he was gonna give.

"Holy shit. And they found each other again, even after all this? How is that even possible?" Maggie asked.

Carl shrugged his shoulders.

"Well, are they gonna be together now?" Sasha asked him.

Carl shrugged his shoulders.

"It seemed like she was a little mad at him when I was in there earlier. Why was that?" Maggie asked.

Carl shrugged his shoulders.

"Well, why was she crying?" Sasha asked.

Again, Carl shrugged his shoulders.

The tag-team failed so Maggie and Sasha finally gave up. Carl _was_ a vault.

"Okay, okay. Obviously we're not gonna get _anything_ out of you," Maggie said. "Go get your breakfast."

Carl stood up and tipped his hat. "Ladies," he said in a fake deep voice, and walked toward the kitchen, grinning when his back was turned.

Sasha was so engrossed in spotting Maggie when she walked into the dining area, she failed to notice that Maggie wasn't the only one that was looking for her to come through the door.

When Daryl saw her come in, he sat up a little straighter, but immediately averted his eyes so as not to get _caught_ looking. Carol saw him though and laughed lightly. She walked over to her friend and sat in front of him, deliberately blocking his view of Sasha.

"I'm surprised to see you in here, _again_. You usually eat on your perch or in the guard tower. What gives Dixon?"

"Nuttin'. I can't come in here an' eat wit everybody else?" Daryl asked defensively.

"Sure you can. You just usually don't, plus, there is no food in front of you right now. What's changed all of a sudden?" She asked teasing the shit out of him.

"Nuttin' woman. Can you let me be?" Daryl asked as he tried to look past Carol to get a look at Sasha. When he realized what he was doing, he looked back at Carol sheepishly. The look on her face told him that she knew exactly what he was doing and he started to squirm.

"You should _talk_ to her Daryl, instead of staring at her from afar like a lovestruck puppy," she said smiling at him.

"I don't know what you're talkin' about," he said gruffly.

"So, this is how you're gonna play it. Well, that's up to you," she said standing. "But, just so you know, you're not the only one looking at her." Carol walked off giggling at her poor friend.

"Shit," Daryl whispered to himself. He desperately wanted to call Carol back and ask, just what in the hell did she mean that he wasn't the only one looking at Sasha and, who in the fuck was it!

Suddenly, he'd had enough of all the people in the prison. He didn't like being around a lot of people, even when he was a kid. He'd always tried his best to make himself as small and scarce as he possibly could. It was the only way to survive in his fucked up family.

Daryl pushed himself up from his seat and headed for the door. He chanced one more glance at the woman that had caught his eye recently to find that she was smiling and laughing with Maggie. Before he could turn away though, she looked up at him. When she smiled at him, his steps faltered a bit. He didn't smile back. He turned his head, shouldered his ever present cross-bow, picked up his pace and got the fuck out of there.

"What the hell is wrong with him?" Maggie asked, looking at Sasha who was still looking at Daryl's back as he walked out of the dining area.

"He's just shy, that's all," she said.

"You know you're gonna have to make the first move don'cha?"

"Yeah, I know. He's so standoffish though. I feel like if I approach him, he's gonna run away from me," Sasha said.

"He's shy, not a coward. I don't think Daryl runs from anything. Besides, he's been ogling you for three weeks now. I think if you approach _him_, he might actually be relieved," Maggie said laughing.

"Maybe," Sasha said quietly.

She liked Daryl, and she'd definitely noticed him looking at her. At first, she thought it was just her imagination. She thought he couldn't possibly be looking at her, not in _that_ way. But then, her brother put a stamp on it.

* * *

><p>"<em>You've got an admirer Lil' Bit," Tyreese said to her out of the blue one day.<em>

"_What, who?" she asked him, knowing full well who he was talking about._

"_I'm talking about our friendly neighborhood redneck," Tyreese said, laughing._

"_Don't call him that Ty," Sasha said frowning at her big brother._

"_Aww shit. Sorry Lil' Bit. I guess he's got an admirer too," he said, laughing a little harder._

"_Maybe. So what if he does?" she asked a little defensively. _

"_Whoa there Lil' Bit," Tyreese said, raising his hands in an 'I surrender' position. "I was just teasing. Look, Daryl is a good guy. His brother is an ass, but that trait seems to have skipped Daryl, so, if you like him, go on and do your thing."_

_Sasha smiled at her brother, glad for the approval even though she really didn't need it. She raised the crowbar she was holding and slammed it through the eye socket of one of the many walkers clamoring at the prison fence._

"_Maybe I will," she whispered as she slung the goo off the end of her 'weapon', preparing to put down another walking dead body._

* * *

><p>"I'll be back," Sasha said as she got up to leave.<p>

"I won't hold my breath," Maggie called to her friends back.

Sasha hurried out to the place she figured Daryl went. He was always in the guard tower in the mornings. Even if it wasn't his time to take watch. Proven as Oscar, who actually _was_ on guard duty was leaving his post. Obviously Daryl had told him that he'd take over for him.

"Hey Sasha, what's good?" he asked as he got closer to her.

Sasha really didn't want to be rude, but she'd gassed herself to follow Daryl out here and she didn't want to lose her nerve before she even got a chance to talk to him.

"The oatmeal," she answered as she kept walking. "Better get it while you can."

She didn't wait for a response, but headed to the stairs that led to the tower that currently held Daryl. If she'd looked closer, she probably could have nipped something in the bud before it took root, but as it was, she had tunnel vision and at the end of that tunnel was Daryl. She was practicing in her head what she was going to say to him and not paying attention to the _attention_ Oscar was paying her.

"I'ma get it baby girl," he whispered. "Better believe that." He walked toward the prison with his own tunnel vision. At the end of _that_ tunnel was Sasha.

Sasha climbed to the top of the stairs and knocked on the closed door, wondering why in the hell she was knocking. She went to grab the makeshift doorknob someone had created with a small bungee cord and a screwdriver, but the door opened before she got the chance.

"I said it's a'ight…" Daryl was saying to who he thought was Oscar. When he saw it was Sasha, he slammed his mouth shut and swallowed hard.

"Hey," she said to him cheerfully.

"Um...hey. What'cha doin' up here?" he asked.

"I wanted to talk to you. Can I come in for a sec?"

"Yeah," he said standing back from the entrance so she could come in, hoping he didn't sound as excited as he felt.

Sasha smiled at his _obvious_ excitement and made her way into the guard tower. She stood at the opened window, knowing he would want to stand there since he had taken over guard duty for Oscar and would actually need to keep an eye out. She was looking out the window for a couple of minutes before she realized that Daryl had not joined her. He was just standing there looking at her, like he tended to do lately, more often than not. He looked like he was going to beat feet at any minute.

"Why're you standing over there. Do I stink?" Sasha asked jokingly and sniffing at herself.

"Naw, umm, 'course not," Daryl said as he moved over to the window timidly.

"_He's so cute,"_ Sasha thought to herself, smiling at Daryl.

As always, that smile of hers made him practically stumble all over himself. Sasha started to reach out to him as he looked like he was about to fall, but she knew he wouldn't appreciate that, so she just waited.

When he was finally next to her at the window, he didn't look at her. He looked out over the field surrounding their home. He was usually calm, (unless someone stupidly decided to fuck with the family, then he got absolutely turbulent), but right now, he felt like his heart was beating hard enough to crack a rib. He both loved and hated how he felt when he was around her, and now, here she was. In his orbit. And, he had no idea what to do.

Sasha decided to let him off the hook, where he was practically wriggling like a catfish. He looked so nervous.

"I wanted to know when you were going on your next run," she said turning toward him. He still wouldn't look at her.

"Why, you need sumthin'?" he asked.

He felt relief. This, he could deal with. He'd get her whatever she needed, whatever she wanted.

"No, not really. I wanted to know if you could use some company."

_Now_ he looked at her. The relief he'd just felt, dried up and blew away like old ancient paper.

"You wanna come...with _me_?" he asked, staring at her incredulously.

"Sure. If you don't mind that is. I know you sometimes go out on your bike and you wouldn't be able to do that with me tagging along. I mean, I get it that you kinda like to be by yourself," Sasha said, thinking Daryl wasn't too keen on her coming with him."It's...it's okay," she said softly as she headed towards the door.

Daryl knew he had to do something. She was leaving!

"Hey," he called to her as she got to the door. "I'm leavin' day after tomorrow. Be ready at 6."

To his bliss, her smile was back. This time, he smiled back at her. It was a small smile, but still...

"Okay," she said. "I'll be ready."

When she walked down the stairs, she couldn't get the stupid grin that was occupying her face to go away, and truth be told, she didn't really want it to go away.

Up in the guard tower, Daryl was suffering from the same affliction.

As Sasha walked back to the prison, she had two pairs of eyes on her. Daryl, still not believing his luck, watched her until she disappeared into the building, still smiling to himself.

Oscar, who didn't go into the building after his short encounter with Sasha, had hidden himself behind one of the many cars they'd collected over the months since Rick and his group had arrived at the prison. He was smiling too, however, _his_ smile did not reach his eyes.


End file.
